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Wights of Yorkshire, 
Ancestors whose feet walked our ancient land, hail! 
See here the banner of our kith. 

The white rose of Yorkshire, 
Symbolising our history, our culture, our people. 
The wolves, Freki and Geri, 
Symbolising our dedication to the Gods. 

The name, 

Which ties us together in frith, kith and kin. 
Bless this banner, 

Let it represent our strength, our customs and our values, 
Let all who gaze upon it know who we are; 

For we are the Heathens of Yorkshire! 


INTRODUCTION 


This book has been a labour of love, put together over many months. When 
Heathens of Yorkshire first formed, and started holding our own blots, we used 
prayers and invocations written by others. The first one I wrote myself was only 
done out of necessity, as there was no heathen prayer available to the deity we 
wanted to invoke. This was hardly surprising, as it was Brigantia, the ancient 
Goddess of the Celtic tribe the Brigantes, who once inhabited a large area of 
northern England, including Yorkshire. 


This prayer was incorporated into a blot at one of our camps, and was very well 


received. From there I started writing prayers to Gods and Goddesses I felt 
particularly strong connections with, and incorporating these into our rituals. As 
time went on, a collection was built up, until we eventually reached the point 
where we could use all our own words in our rituals. At some point, probably by 
a fire, and after a fair few honey based beverages, someone suggested we 
compiled all the words we had into a book. Not only for our own members, but 
also for heathens everywhere, so that they too could benefit from prayers and 
invocations we had created, and draw inspiration for writing their own. 


Having put the word out for contributors, we received some excellent pieces 
from our members. We also decided that we wanted to make this book truly 
special; we wanted it to be something that heathens everywhere will want to 
have in their collection, and so not only did we decide to add songs and complete 
rituals to the book, we decided that the book should be fully illustrated. I would 
like to personally thank all our authors, Keith Leggott, Alda Bjork Olafsdottir, 
Adrian Spendlow, Kristian Lewin-Petrov, Daniel Warden, Al Daw, James Batty, 
Neil Coultas and Tara Skinner, as well as our artists, Matt Greenway (The Saxon 
Storyteller) and Thea Wilby (Art by Eleanor Rose), who have truly brought this 
book alive. 


All writing in this book is my own work unless it states that it is by another one 

of our members mentioned above. For the words I have written I have drawn on 

my own experience of working with the Gods, Goddesses, wights and ancestors, 
as well as existing literary sources for inspiration. In places I have created my 
own kennings, in others I have drawn on existing kennings from the eddas and 

sagas. In some places I have borrowed phrases from various rune poems. For the 

military prayers and remembrance service I have taken existing pieces and 

adapted them to make them applicable to heathens. I will leave it to those of you 

who are familiar with Yorkshire culture to guess which tune I have used for the 
Heathens of Yorkshire song! 


When it comes to the names of the deities, I have not stuck rigidly to a particular 
convention. For deities who feature exclusively in Saxon sources, I have used 
the Saxon name. For most of the Gods and Goddesses I have used the name that 
I know them by, which in most, but not all cases is the anglicised version of the 
Old Norse name. Some people may not be happy with this, but to me the 
meaning behind the words is far more important than what spelling of a name is 
used. We cannot possibly know what version of their names, if any, the Gods use 
themselves, and so I don’t think it is worth making this a sticking point. 


As well as the authors and artists, there are several other people without whom 
this book would not have been possible. I would like to thank all of the members 
of Heathens of Yorkshire for convincing me to keep writing, and to put this book 
together for the community. I would like to thank the group’s kindred council for 

all their support throughout the project, and in particular those members of the 

kindred who are also my family, Sabrina Coultas and Robin Smith, for all their 
help in proof reading and keeping me plied with endless cups of Yorkshire tea! 


I would also like to acknowledge the authors whose work I used back in the days 
before I was writing my own prayers for the blots I was putting together for the 
group. Patricia M Lafayllve whose ‘Practical Heathen’s Guide to Asatru’ 
contains a great beginner’s guide to writing rituals, and Hester Butler-Ehle, 
whose own heathen prayer book, ‘Hearth and Field’, was not only very useful 
when writing blots in the past, but was also the inspiration behind putting this 
book together in the first place. As well as these authors, I would like to thank 
Geoff Miles, Phil Parkyn and Jack Hudson from Asatru UK, with whom I have 
exchanged ritual notes in the past, and whose rituals I have attended on many 
occasions. Finally I’d like to thank AUK chair Rich Blackett for all his advise on 
the technical aspects of putting this book together. 


This book has several key aims. Firstly to provide the heathen community as a 
whole with what we sincerely hope will be a useful resource in putting together 
their own rituals. Secondly to raise money for Heathens of Yorkshire, with all 
profits made going to support the group’s ongoing projects. Finally, and most 
importantly, the purpose of this book is to honour our Gods and Goddesses, the 
wights and the ancestors. 


Hail the A:sir! Hail the Vanir! Hail the wights and the ancestors! Hail Yorkshire! 
-Dan Coultas, Godi of Heathens of Yorkshire 


Creation of Sacred Space 


These words can be used at the beginning of a ritual as a means of creating 
sacred space, and focusing the energy of the participants. 


There were once but two realms, separated by a great, inconceivable void. The 


endless, baron chasm called Ginnungagap. To one side lay the icy, frozen land of 
Niflheim, too cold for any creature to survive. On the other, Muspelheim lay, 
where the raging fires prevented even the hardiest of life. When these forces 
finally met, so the first being was created, the first of the mighty giants, Ymir. 


Nurtured by the great cow, Audhumla, Ymir spawned the race of giants. 
Audhumla licked at the ice for her own sustenance, and slowly but surely 
released Buri, first of the A‘sir, from his frozen prison. Buri bore a son, Bor, 
who, with the giantess Bestla, bore three sons, Odin, Vili and Ve. 


The three brothers grew, and once they were strong enough, rose up and slew the 
great Ymir, and with his corpse created a home. That home, is our home, where 
we are born, where we will die, where we will see great joy, where we will suffer 
terrible hardship, and where we will witness every emotion. From Ymir’s skull, 
they created the sky above us, from his brains came the clouds, which give us 
the rains. His muscles formed the land on which we live, and the blood that 
poured from his wounds that day was to become the great oceans. 


Having made our home, they made us. From a trunk of ash, and a trunk of elm, 
they made Ask and Embla, the first of our human ancestors. Their descendants 
would later mate with Rigr, to make us who we are today, not just creations of 
the Gods, but distant relatives. Here we stand, as our ancestors stood, the product 
of the Gods, in the home the Gods fought to create for us. Here we stand, as our 
descendants will stand, to honour the Gods, wights and ancestors, until the chaos 
returns, and the realms of Gods and men fall. 


A‘ gir 
Lord of Hosts 


Hail to noble A‘gir! 
Host of lords, lord of hosts. 
Friend to Atsir and Vanir alike; 

All the Gods gladly gather in your hall, 
To sample your legendary hospitality, 
And your legendary mead! 
Master brewer, 

No earthly brew comes close to yours, 
No earthly gathering can be as mirthful, 

As those you host below the smooth path of ships. 
We thank you for showing us how to treat or guests, 
We thank you for sharing the secret of the honey wave. 
Hail A:gir! 


Father of the Waves 
Hail to A‘gir, Lord of the deep. 
Egil’s foe, 
Your power has no earthly match. 
Father of the waves, 
Your daughters are both beautiful and fearsome. 
Brother of fire and of wind, 
Yours are the mysteries of the prow road. 
When the Gods of Asgard look to gather, 
There is no finer venue than gold lit Brime, 
No sweeter refreshment than the nectar of Hyme’s kettle, 
No greater beauty than Ran your bride. 
Whilst all the lands of the earth have felt the footsteps of mankind, 
You guard the secrets below. 
Hail Agir! 


Baldur 


Fairest of Face, Fairest of Voice 

Hail to Baldur the bright! 

Hail to Baldur the beautiful! 
Hail to Baldur the brave! 

Fairest of face, fairest of voice, 
None amongst the Gods speak ill of you. 
So beloved of fair Frigg, 
She sought to protect you from all the worlds ills, 
But the mistletoe would be your bane. 
We know not what your father whispered in your ear, 
As you began your journey to Hel. 
The Gods tried in vain to bring you back from that place, 
But you will rise again. 
Out of the ashes of Sutr’s fire, 
Out of the rubble of Asgard, 
Out of the battlefield strewn with the corpses of the Gods, 
You will rise again, 
To take your fathers throne, 
So that there will be life once more. 
Hail Baldur! 


Lord of Breidablik 


-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Baldur! 
The Golden-Haired God, favourite of Frigg. 
Husband to Nanna, father to Forseti, the oath keeper, 
Twin to Hodur, whose home is the palace of Breidablik, 
With its silver roof and golden pillars. 

Owner of Ringhorn, the greatest of all ships. 
Son of Odin, son of Frigg. 
Beloved by Gods and man. 

To Baldur, 
So beloved that every creature promised Frigg to do you no harm. Your dreams of the prophecy of your 
death made you invincible, Thus teaching us that no situation is entirely hopeless; 
There is always room for optimism. 
It also instructed us never to be over-confident, 
As the opposite is also true. 
If indestructible has the slightest weakness, it shall be discovered. Hail to Baldur: given a send-off truly fit 
for a God. 
We learn from you fortitude as you wait patiently with Nanna, 
To be returned to the world after Ragnarok. 
We thank you Baldur for the lessons you teach us, 
And we leave you this offering as a thank you. 


Bragi 
Greatest of Skalds 


Hail Bragi, greatest of skalds! 
First maker of poetry, 


You are the master of the spoken word. 
Tales of heroes and Gods alike come alive, 
Re-lived by the hearth fire on a long winter’s night. 
Reputations secured to the sound of your lire, 
Entertainment brought to the mead hall. 
Long bearded God, 

You are renowned for your wisdom, 

As well as your skill with words. 

All those who seek to share stories, 
Would do well to seek your patronage. 
Husband of fair Idunn, 

You possess eloquence surpassing all others. 
Hail Bragi! 


The Skald’s Call 
Hail Bragi! 
The warriors are gathered in the hearth ship, 
The yeast’s flood flows, 

As the hounds hunt for scraps in the floor rushes. 
The ring giver stands, and calls for silence, 
For now is the time for the blood of Kvasir. 

Bragi, Odinson, king of skalds, 

At this moment the skilled smith of poetry silently calls to you, 
Asks that you guide their tongue, 
Sharpen their wit, 

And fill them with the confidence to entertain. 

As poets, as singers, as writers, we call to you Bragi, 
We ask that you share but a fraction of your skill with us, 
That we do not spout the dung of the ancient eagle! 
Wordsmith, linguist, eloquent brother of the thunderer, 
Whose weapon is the sword of the gums, 

We thank you for the gift of the spoken word. 

Hail Bragi! 


Brigantia 
Ancient Lady of the North 


Hail to Brigantia, 
Ancient lady of the north we call to you, 
Queen of these lands, 
Whose reign began long before 
Our ancestors crossed the cold North Sea. 
People may change, boarders may change, 
But the north remains yours. 
We see you in our green spaces, 
On both sides of the island’s spine, 
We hear you in birdsong, 
In the flowing of the Aire and the Mersey. 
Hail to the ancient one, unchanging one, lady of the north, 
Hail Brigantia! 


White Rose Healer 


Hail to Eir, greatest of healers! 
Fiery haired leech, 
With the white rose, 
You bring comfort to the sick, 
Rest to the tired, 
Peace to the dying. 
Copper lady, 

From Lyfjaberg you guide the doctor, 
The nurse and the surgeon. 
No affliction is too great, 

No ailment too insignificant, 
Be it of the body, or of the mind, 
For your tender love and care. 
Hail Eir! 


Healer of the Broken 
Hail Eir! 

Healer of broken bodies, 
Healer of broken minds. 
Merciful lady, 

You protect us in our time of need. 


When we are weak, 

When we cannot fend for ourselves, 
Through an ailment, 
Through an injury, 

You are there. 

And we thank you. 

Hail Eir! 


An Ode to Eir 


- Alda Bjork Olafsdottir 


In this circle of trust, 
We hold hands, 
We strip down to our naked souls, 
And humbly praise you. 

You honour us with your grace, 
You smile upon us with your mercy, 
You love us with your protection, 
Bring us peacefulness and calm. 
A Valkyrie or a Goddess? 
Your power is the same, 
Shelter us and save us, 

Eir we say your name. 

Heal our souls, heal our minds, 
Keep our bodies strong. 

Keep us well in your embrace, 
Lead us out when we do wrong. 
From the hilltop of Lyfjaberg: 
The hill of healing you lay, 

As you and Mengl66 sit side by side, 
And listen to us pray. 

You sit on the power of life, 
And pass the sentence of death. 
From kings, Gods and Goddesses, 
To us the mortal souls you love no less. 
The sick, sad and the wounded, 
With your Eirflower you heal. 


Please accept our humble offerings, 
And protect us until from this earth we leave. 
Offerings: Beef, goat, copper 
As you shape the lives of our children. 
Light some red and green candles 
Our Goddess of healing, 

Help us in our choices. 

Help us in our struggles. 

As you choose, who will live and who will die. 
We are grateful for what we got, 

As we put our trust in you; 

As we put our trust in each other. 

We raise our horn, 

To our Goddess of healing: 

Eir! 

G66 heilsa to us all, 

God heilsa! 


Eostre 


Bringer of the Dawn 
Hail Eostre! 
Bringer of the dawn, bringer of life, 
Friend of the hare, and all that is new. 
As we bid farewell to Old Man Winter, 


We welcome you back to the world once more. 
From the east you come, bringing life, 
To replenish that taken by the harsh winter cold. 
Whilst many have forgotten your roots, 
Your traditions have lived on, 

Even amongst those who seek to destroy the old ways. 
And we here know you, and we here honour you, 
Oh shining lady of the dawn. 

Hail Eostre! 


Blot to Ostara 


-Neil Coultas 


Ostara, bountiful lady, giver of life, 
Goddess of the spring we call to you! 


This is your time in the wheel of the year. 
We feel your presence, light and darkness are once more in balance. Old Man 
Winter’s time is spent, for now. 
Life has survived the cold and barren winter. 
We welcome the coming season of warmth, 
Light and beauty with the promise of good crops and plenty. Shinning lady share 
your light and warmth with us this day. 
This is a time of new beginning, of new life, 
You bring fertility to the flowers, trees and plants, 
To the birds and the beasts, who are all our brothers, 
And to men and women. 
To all living things. 
Hail Lady Ostara. 
Accept this offering of flowers and mead, 
The product of your bounty. 


Place flowers on altar, raise horn of mead and pour into offering bowl 
All hail Lady Ostara! Hail Ostara! 


Forseti 


Greatest of Mediators 


Hail Forseti! 
Greatest of mediators, settler of disputes, 
With the power to make all parties feel they have won the day. 
Presiding one, bringer of justice, 
Your decisions are undisputed amongst Gods and men. 
Though you are kin of the Alfather, 
You will not use tricks or deceit. 
Instead you take time to ponder all matters, 
As yours is the path of righteousness. 
Son of shining Baldur and gentle Nanna, 
We honour you, 
And should we be judged, 
we ask that we be judged fairly. 
Hail Forseti! 


Safeguarding Ties of Kinship 
Hail Forseti! 
Chairman of the assembly. 
You are the great mediator, 
Who settles the disputes of Gods and men. 
Just one, 


All who come to you in matters of law leave reconciled. 
Son of shining Buldur and fair Nanna, 
Dwelling in your grandfather’s hall, 

No argument is too heated, 

No dispute too intense, 

For you to defuse. 

We turn to you to mend our ties of friendship, 

To heal the bonds of kith and kin, 

When they have been fractured, 

By a matter which seems all encompassing, 

But which with your help we can overcome, 

So that we do not throw away that which is truly important. 
Hail Forseti! 


Freyja 


First Chooser of the Slain 


Freyja, warrior Goddess and first chooser of the slain, 
For whom you weep golden tears of compassion. 
We give you thanks for welcoming our glorious dead to Félkvangr. 
Queen of Valkyries, Goddess of love, 
Lady of magic, we honour you. 
Hail Freyja! 


Lady of Folkvangr 
To the Lady of Félkvangr hail! 


Shining Freyja, first chooser of the slain, 
You beauty is known throughout the nine worlds. 
Nj6rd’s daughter, with Brisingamen at your neck, 

Many a God and Jotunn crave your intimate company. 
Goddess of love, of seidr, of war, 
Odin himself came to you, 
To learn the secrets of your magic. 
Mistress of cats, 
You are both beautiful and fearsome. 
Sensual one, fertile one, lustful one, 
Not afraid of taboo. 
Not afraid of the ravages of the battlefield. 
Hail Freyja! 


Goddess of Passion 
Hail Freyja, lady of love! 
Vanic goddess of passion, 
You teach us to love without fear, without regret. 
Beautiful lady of the Brisingamen, 
Sharing your passion on your own terms, 

You will not be used as a pawn in the games of the Gods. 
We thank you for showing us that our love can be freely given, 
And that the judgements of others matter little, 

In matters of the heart. 

Eagle clad Goddess of both the cat and the boar, 

We thank you for showing us the strength of passion. 
Hail Freyja! 


Freyr 


Bestower of Peace and Pleasure 
Hail Freyr! 

Lord of Alfheim, lord of frith, 
Bountiful one, plentiful one, lustful one. 
Gullinbursti’s rider, 

You bring life to our fields, and food to our tables. 
SkidblaOnir’s master, 

You bestow peace and pleasure on us all. 
When you saw fair Gerd, 

Your love knew no bounds. 

You gave your sword, 

Consigning yourself to Surtr’s fire. 
Prosperous one, virile one, peaceful one, 
We honour you this day. 

Hail Freyr! 


Lord of Alfheim 


We call to the lord of peace and prosperity, 
To the lord of plenty, the lord passion, and of pleasure, 
We call to Ingvi-Freyr! 
Alfheim was your tooth gift oh fertile one, 
And the alfs are your loyal subjects. 


Their magic is your magic, 
The magic of the land. 

The magic that produces the mighty oak from the humble acorn, 
That allows the cycle of the year to sustain us, 
Through the constant repetition of life and death. 

You know the true value of love; 

You know that love is worth fighting for, 

Even when you battle in vain. 

Governor of the prosperity of men, 

You rule over the rain and the shining of the sun, 

And therewithal the fruit of the earth. 

We call on you for fruitful seasons, and for peace. 

We call on you when our hearts are empty, 

Craving the love of another, 

And we call on you to show us what we must sacrifice, 

To gain our hearts’ desires. 

We thank you for the fruits of the earth, 

We thank you for the wealth you have bestowed upon our kin, 
And we thank you for the love in our hearts. 

Hail Freyr! 


Lord of Peace 
-Al Daw 


Hear us lord of prosperity! 
Hear us lord of fertility! 
Hear us lord of peace! 

We call you to this special place to receive these gifts; 
In turn bless those who are worthy with your gifts. 
Let the sun shine down on fields of ripening grain, 

Let tables groan with the weight of bountiful harvests, 

And fertile lands. 
Let household and field sing with new life, 
And the joy that brings. 
Hear us and know our respect. 
Hail Freyr! 


Lord of the Yule Feast 


To the lord of the Yule feast hail! 
As we gather here with our family and our kin, 
We give thanks for the many blessed gifts you bestow upon us. 
The boar is sacred to you, 
And we are honoured to share in its bounty. 
You give us the grain with which we make our bread, and our beer. 
You give us peace, that we may enjoy this night in safety. 
All these things you share with us, and we in turn share with you. 
The nights may be long and cold, 
But we gather with the ones we love, 
As you have showed us how important the company of loved ones is. 
Some may be far away, 
But you have shown us that distance is no barrier. 
We give gifts, 
As you gave you sword in your quest for Gerd’s fair hand. 
And we give thanks, for all that we have. 
Hail Freyr! 


A Time to Sow 
Ingvi-Freyr, we call to you! 
The long winter draws to a close, 

The time has come to sow the ploughed field. 
To plant the crops, so that we may be sustained, 
With grain, with bread, with beer. 

Fertile one, we ask that you bless our fields, 
We ask that your gentle rains will nurture our crops, 
So that come the harvest we may feast together, 
In thanks for the gifts you have bestowed upon us, 
And that our stores will be full, 

For another winter ahead. 

Hail Freyr! 


A Time to Reap 
Hail to the lord of the harvest! 

As the frosts melted, we asked you to fertilise our crops, 
To guard the seeds as they germinated and sprouted, 
To nourish the shoots with gentle rains, 

And protect them as they grew. 


All this you have done, 
And for that we that we give thanks this day. 
The time has come to harvest this crop, 
The product of our shared efforts, 

So that we may be sustained through the long winter. 
This crop is your gift to us, and so we share it with you, 
And we honour you, oh Freyr, 

As we take in this crop with glad hearts. 

Hail Freyr! 


Ode to Ingui 


-James Batty 


Rode he by me in his waggon of gold, 
His hair whipped by the prevailing wind. 
A greater sight has never been foretold; 
That great might ‘neath his alabaster skin. 


We followed him then o’er the great sea, 
And steadily did our fortunes then grow. 
Oft did we sacrifice to our Lord Ingui, 
And then field after field we did sow. 


As children were born unto this land, 
Our cups did we raise in his name. 
He held our tribe close in his hands, 
And lords of all England we became. 


Lost to the flow of wyrd are his many deeds, 
That to our great shame are forgotten. 
Yet mighty things may grow from a tiny seed, 
To be sown in our fair children begotten. 


Those of us who recall shall exalt him still, 
And give thanks for seasons of fair weather. 
His waggon tracks still lead o’er England’s hills, 
And his name shall be honoured forever. 


Frigg 


Lady of the Hearth 


Hail to Frigg! 
Lady of the hearth, champion of the family, protector of women. 
Keeper of the keys, 

You protect our homes and strengthen our bonds of kinship, 
Comforting those whose loved ones tread distant shores. 
You give guidance to mothers, 

Protecting and nurturing the young. 

Faithful wife of Odin, 

You are more than a match for his cunning. 
Shining Lady of Asgard, 

We honour you this night. 

Hail Frigg! 


Mother of Mothers 


Hail to the mother of mothers! 
Hail to the Queen of Asgard! 
Hail to Frigg! 
We call to you this mothers’ night. 
Caring one, kind one, loving one, 
We thank you for guiding all mothers, 
Giving them the strength to raise their children, 


And support their families in the best way they can. 
All of our mother line, going back to the beginning, 
Watch over us, for we are their children. 
Through your shining example they nurture us, 
And help us to raise our own children, 

So that our families may live forever. 

Hail Frigg, mother of us all! 


The Handmaidens of Frigg 
Hail to the handmaidens of Frigg! 

Who hold their wise Queen to be the highest authority in Asgard. 
Abundant Fulla, guardian of Frigg’s greatest possessions, 
Gna, who carries her mistress’s words across the nine worlds, 
Lofn, Goddess of forbidden loves, 

Syn, keeper of the boundary and protector of the hall, 

Var, the oathkeeper, 

Snotra, keeper of frith, 

Gefjon, protector of unmarried women, 

Saga, keeper of our stories and our history, 
Affectionate Sjofn, goddess of the love between families and friends, 
Hlin, who grants protection to those in need, 

Vor, the seeress, mistress of divination, 

And Eir, the white rose healer, who cares for the sick and the dying. 
Goddesses of the Aisir, 

Who serve Frigg dutifully, 

And do so much for us. 

Often overlooked, you work tirelessly regardless. 

Yet we honour you this day, and we thank you. 

Hail the handmaidens of Frigg! 


Heimdallr 


The Rainbow 


Rigr, watcher, Heimdallr, 

Of nine mothers you were born, 
You bind the races of Gods and men, 
Gjallarhorn at your lips. 

Blow the horn when danger looms, 
In spite of all the strength of Asgard, 
Victory cannot be won. 


Watchman of the Gods 
Hail to Heimdallr! 
Ever watching, ever ready, 

Your keen eyes seeing far from Himinbjérg, 
Where the Bifrdst meets the sky. 
But you are no stranger to travel; 

You link the worlds of Gods and men, 
As an ancestor to us all. 
Friend of fair Frejya, 
You retrieved the Brisingamen, 
Triumphing over Odin’s sworn brother, 


Bravely fighting in seal form. 
And you will fight him again, 
Though this time not for a necklace, 
But for your lives, 

Which both of you shall forfeit, 
On that bloody field of Vigrior. 
Master of the Gjallarhorn, 

You are no stranger to fine mead, 
And we honour you this night. 
Hail Heimdallr! 


The White God 


-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Heimdallr, the watcher! 
Watcher of men, of the nine realms. The White God. 
Father of men, of the three classes. 
You visited Midgard, 

Dined with couples and stayed over for the night, 
Nine months later a class of people appeared, 
With the birth of a son to each couple. 
Heimdallr! 

With vision so good you can see the wool on a sheep’s back grow. Keeper of the Gjallarhorn, 
The sound of the calling of the Gods. 
Guardian of the Gods. 

Sometimes known as the golden God, 

A God with golden teeth, 

The son of nine mothers, 

Owner of the horse Gulltopp. 

Heimdallr! 

We thank thee for keeping watch over the nine realms, 
We thank thee for looking over the Gods, 

And we thank thee for watching over Midgard! 

We give this offering to you freely and with thanks. 


Hel 


A Traveller Approaches 
Hail to the mistress of Helheim! 
Loki’s daughter, hostess of the dead, 
We call to you. 

A traveller approaches. 

They are tired, they are weary, 
Their feet are sore. 

They have travelled for many miles and many days, 
On a journey few look forward to making. 
They have toiled, they have laughed, 
They have loved, they have cried. 
They have suffered, they have cared, 
They have lived, they have died. 
They have crossed the Gjéll bridge, 
And now they stand before Eljudnir, 
Before you, seeking your hospitality. 
Please grant them sanctuary, 

That they might be reunited with their ancestors. 
Amongst their loving kin, 

That they might rest now, 

Free of life’s trials and tribulations. 
With food, and drink, and company, 


That one day we too shall join them, 
To share stories by the hearth fire. 
Hail Hel! 


Goddess of the Underworld 
-Keith Leggott 


Hel! 

Goddess of the underworld, of Helheim. 
Lady of darkness, daughter of Loki, 
Goddess of the dead. 

Banished by Odin to the world of the dead, 
No longer allowed in our world of the living. 

From you we learn how to make the most from a given situation. 
We learn how no situation is a complete loss, a waste. 
Hel! 

Sister of the Fenris wolf and Jormungundr, the world serpent. 
Half-sister to Sleipnir, Odin’s great steed. 

Half beauty and half rotten, grotesque monster. 

Host of Baldur and wife after Loki’s tricking of Hod. 
Like your father you teach us patience. 

You teach us how to wait for that which we desire, 

As you wait for Ragnarok to gain vengeance, 

Many, many years ahead. 

We leave you this offering as thanks for all you have taught us. 
But mainly Hel, 

We give this offering freely to say thank you. 


Host To The Dead 


-Keith Leggott 


To Hel, 

Daughter to the God of mischief and trickery. 
Queen of the realm of the underworld. 
Queen of Helheim, 

The land of those who have passed to the next part of their journey, Whose realm is guarded by the great 
wolf-dog Garm, 

And the river Gjéll. 

To whom Odin sent Hermod to visit, 
And ask for the return of Baldur and Nanna. 
And who graciously gave a chance to Frigg; 
If everything on earth agreed. 


Hel, harsh on thieves and murderers, 
Not so on those who lead a normal, decent life. 
Host to those of us who die outside of battle, 
Of illness, disability or old age. 
Who waits patiently to be re-united with her father and her siblings. Stoical, ever so serene and tranquil, 
waiting for a reunion; 
Waiting for Ragnarok and revenge! 
Hel, so much of your life is unknown to us. 
So much we have yet to learn and we ask you for aide. 
Show us the way to true patience as we seek to endure our ignorance, As we continue our quest. 
Accept our offering, 
As our way of showing appreciation and gratitude for your lessons. Accept our gift, given freely, 
And accept our thanks. 


The Hosts of the Dead 


A Warm Place by the Fire 
Hail to Hel, Lady of Helheim, 
Your realm gives sanctuary, safety and security. 

Hail to wise Odin and shining Freyja, hosts of the battle slain, 
Who live well in your halls, preparing for one last battle. 
Hail to beautiful Ran, host of those lost at sea, 

In your hall beneath the waves, sailors are at peace. 

We thank you all for hosting our ancestors in their life after death. 
Giving them food and mead, and a warm place by the fire. 
Wherever our fate takes us at the end of life’s road, 

We know that we shall reside with our ancestors, 


Until the wolf breaks his chains. 
Hail the hosts of the dead! 


A Warrior Has Left Us 
Odin, lord of Valhéll, Freyja, lady of Félkvangr, 
We call to you! 
A warrior has left us, and joined your ranks. 
There was a battle, here in Midgard, 
The Valkyries came, and took our brave kinsman, 
From our world to yours. 
In life they fought to protect their family, their friends, 
Their community. 
Now they shall feast with you, fight with you, die beside you, 
Each day, until the wolf breaks his bonds, 
And they fight one final time, 
On the field of Vigrior. 
May they serve you as faithfully as they have served us. 
Hail Odin! Hail Freyja! 


Idunna 


Sustainer of the Gods 
Hail to Idunna! 
Sustainer of the Gods, 
Without whom they would wither and die. 


Beautiful maintainer of youth, 
Whose golden apples are much sought after. 
Acorn lady, 

Led astray by the son of Laufrey, 

But ultimately saved by the self-same trickster. 
You preserve the Asir and Vanir alike, 
That they may preserve our world. 

Hail Idunna! 


Keeper of The Fruit 


-Keith Leggott 


Praise to Idunna! 
Goddess of spring, Goddess of eternal youth and immortality. Keeper and protector of the magical fruit, 
Without which the Gods would age. 
Wife of Bragi, God of poetry. 

Praise to Idunna! 

A victim of kidnapping by Loki and the giant Djazi, 

Who after being tricked by Loki was also rescued by Loki. 
Who taught us hope as she never gave up hers. 
Idunna, Goddess with the long golden-blonde hair. 
Without whom, and without whose fruit, 

The Gods began to show signs of ageing, signs of mortality. 
Beloved by the whole assembly of Gods, their wives and offspring. Though not the strongest of Asgard’s 
inhabitants, 

You show us the meaning of resolve, 

Of earning the trust placed in you by others. 

Praise to Idunna! 

Though threatened by Pjazi with a number of atrocities, 

You held firm. 

Though threatened with your life you kept safe the fruit, 

A heroic deed. 

For this, Idunna, we thank you today. 

We leave you this offering as a thank you for the traits you show, 
And teach us. 

Hail to Idunna! 

A Goddess and a beauty with resolve, determination and grit. 
Thank You! 


Joro 


Earth Mother 
Hail to Jéro! 
Earth mother, 

All of the God’s earthly gifts come through you. 
Everything we offer them, you keep safe. 
Daughter of night, sister of day, 

Lover of Odin, mother of Thor. 

You sustain us throughout our days, 

Give us warmth, give us food, give us life. 
Yet so often humankind don’t appreciate you; 
They pollute your rivers, and litter your fields. 
They take, without giving back. 

This must change. This must stop. 

We must rediscover how to appreciate your gifts, 
We must learn to take only enough, 

As our ancestors did before us, 

So that we may live in harmony. 
Beautiful Jord, bountiful Jord, 

Mother of us all. 

Hail Jord! 


Hostess of the Living 


Hail to Jord! 
Gracious hostess of the living, 
Of birds, of animals, of mankind, 
All owe their life to you, 
For without you we would have no hearth. 
Ancient lady, 
Barer of Odin’s most powerful son, 
We owe you so much, 

But all too often take you for granted. 
Thank you for our homes, 
Thank you for sustaining our lives, 
And the lives of our kin. 

Hail Jord! 


Joro our Home 


-Kristian Lewin-Petrov 


Hail Jord, mother of Thor, 

Mother of us all and mother of the landvettir, 
Giantess, first lover of Odin and most fertile of all the Vanir. 
Hail J6rd, daughter of Nott and Anarr, giver and taker of lives. 
Breasts that could drown a man, 

Hips broad enough to spill forth triplets. 

Hail Jord, your beauty is loved by all who gaze upon you, 
Your very touch causes trees to blossom and plants to grow, 
Your wrath spawns exploding volcanoes, 

And waves that sweep across Midgard. 

Hail Jord, for your presence provides us with all we need, 
Goddess of all things not controllable by humans, of mountains, 
Of trees, of rock and stone, 

Hail Jord, you give us love for the wild places, 

The love of nature and the love of ourselves. 

Hail Jord! 


Kvasir 
Wisest of the Gods 


Hail to Kvasir, wisest of the Gods! 

Binder of A‘sir and Vanir, 
Their combined knowledge mixed at your very core. 
None amongst Gods and men know more, 

Of the way things are, or have been. 

Great ancestor of poetry, 
We thank you for your sacrifice. 
Hail Kvasir! 


Loki 


Catalyst of Greatness 
Hail to Loki! 

Cunning one, master of the bright wolf of the hall. 
Without whom we would sit back, fester, become weak. 
Without whom we would not challenge ourselves, 
To become the best that we can be. 

Thor’s companion, 

The Alfather himself will take no ale prow, 
Unless it is shared with his sworn brother. 
Whilst at first your actions may seem harmful, spiteful, destructive, 
You see further. 

You are the catalyst of greatness. 

You do that which the great Gods of Asgard cannot do, 
You sacrifice your reputation for the greater good, 
And for that we thank you. 

Hail Loki! 


Lord of Self-Sacrifice 
- Keith Leggott 


Hail to Loki! 
The playful, the mischievous, 

The trickster, the magician and the shape-shifter. 
Companion and brother, son, lover, father and mother. 
The one who keeps the Gods grounded, 

Who will help the sons of Midgard, 

Has hidden man from danger within the fire. 

Loki, lord of self-sacrifice, 

You have taught us to learn patience, 
Especially with friends and those we call family. 
You have shown us how to be humble and self-sacrificial, 
As you saved Asgard’s beauty, 

And in doing so ultimately gave birth to Sleipnir. 

At a social gathering you showed us all how to be brave. 
To stand in front of many friends and tell many truths, 


Only to be exiled. 

Loki, you teach us to be a better person, a refined creature. 
We honour you today Loki, for your dedication to friendship. 
Through you, brother, we understand self-sacrifice. 

We have the knowledge that to true friends and family, 
We require nought in return. 

Hail Loki! King of mischief, father of Fenrir, Hel, 
Jormungundr and Narfi, 

We leave you this offering with free will and thanks. 


Trickster & Adventurer 
- Keith Leggott 


Hail to Loki! 
Trickster, traveller and travelling companion, 
Searcher of adventure. 

Loki; maid of honour for the return of Mjolnir. 
Who lost narrowly to fire itself, in the shape of Logi, 
In a famous eating contest in Utgard. 

Who hid the peasants’ son inside the flames, 

To protect him from a Giant. 

Loki, son of giants — God in Asgard. 

Aide to some and hindrance to others. 

Bird, mare, salmon and old woman, 

You have been all of these, to either help, evade or hinder others. 
We acknowledge your ability to change for each situation. 
Son of Farbauti, cruel striker, and Laufey, 

Mate of Angrboda, anguish boding, 
Husband of Sigyn, friend of victory, 

Father of Hel, Jormungandr, Fenrir, Narfi and Nari. 
Mother of Sleipnir, the son of Svadilfari. 

The cause of the giant Pjazi’s death, 

And thus the appearance of Skadi in Asgard. 

We leave you this offering with thanks. 


Shaver of the Golden Hair 
-Keith Leggott 
To Loki, brother of Helbindi and Byleistr, blood brother of Odin. The trickster 


who played with mistletoe, 
Who took Idunna for a walk outside of Asgard, 
The Gods ageing until her return. 
Who killed an otter that was human, but paid his dues in gold. 
Praise to Loki, who travelled with Thor, 
Both dressed as women, to retrieve Mjolnir. 

Who made Skadi laugh as she entered Asgard, 
Looking for revenge for the death of her father. 
Who shaved Sif’s head of her beautiful hair, 

But replaced it with magically spun gold. 

Who returned with gifts for Odin, Thor, Sif and Freyr. 
Bringing Draupnir, the magic golden arm-ring, 
Mjolnir, Thor’s hammer, 

And the magic ship named Skidbladnir. 

Hail to Loki! Son of a giant, lover of a giantess, 
Father of three children banished from Asgard. 
Who saved his own head by saving his neck, 

To the cheers of other Gods. 

Who spared the Gods from giving up Freyja to be a giant’s wife. Who by doing 
this became pregnant with Sleipnir. 

Loki, we leave you this offering with thanks, of free will, 
And we hope that it pleases you. 


Misunderstood by the Majority 
-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Loki! 
Born a giant, welcomed to Asgard, blood brother of Odin. 
A playful character and truly a mischievous soul. 
At times merely impish, 
A childlike prankster with harmless shenanigans, 
Easily and quickly rectified. 
Though also malicious, and venomous, and at times vengeful. 
You make it hard for us to love you. 
Extremely difficult to trust you. 
Though you also do good for man when we requires it. 

Loki, misunderstood by the majority, hastily blamed by many. 


We acknowledge your pain, 

Your reasons and your need for vengeance and disruption. 
As you were summoned to Asgard by your blood brother Odin, 
Your children were taken from you, and either banished or chained. You had 
already presented one child, Sleipnir, 

To the Alfather, and now lost a further three. 

Loki, we understand your anguish, 

And your desire to cause some pain to those responsible. 

A desire that we in Midgard not only recognise, 

But actually partake of. 

We leave this offering to you as a token of love and respect. 
We leave this offering as a thank you for lessons learned, 
For teaching us that life can indeed continue, 

After such a disruptive and devastating loss. 

We leave you this offering with hope that it pleases you. 
We leave this offering of our own free will. 


Mani 


Celestial Guide 


Hail to Mani, the light in the darkness! 
Waxer, waner, shiner, gleamer, 
Counter of the days, 

You guide us whilst your sister sleeps. 
You guide the sailor and the magician alike. 
You guide our lives. 

Lover of the giantess, bringer of tides, 
We thank you this night. 

Hail Mani! 


A Familiar Face 
Hail Mani! 
We call to you, oh light in the darkness. 
We may travel far from home, 
To strange, unfamiliar places; 
Places where we know not a soul, 
With strange flora and fauna, 
Unknown wights, and even unknown Gods. 

Yet your familiar face will always be there on a clear night. 
No matter how far we travel, you are with us, Mani, 
To guide us, to comfort us, 

With a welcome reminder of home far away. 
We know that whilst you look down on us, 
Wherever we are, 

You are also looking over our kin. 

We look to the sky, and see the same face: 
Your face. 

Hail Mani! 


Lord of Noatun 
To the Lord of Noattn, Hail! 


Elder Van, master of the shore, 

Who loves Pjazi’s daughter in vain. 
Friend of the merchant and the fisherman, 
Bringer of wealth, 

You came to Asgard as a hostage, 

But stayed as a friend. 

Father of prosperous Freyr, 

And shining Freyja, 

You protect those who tread the wave road. 
Hail Njéro! 


Sharer of Wealth 
Hail Njéré! 
Ruler of the high-timbered temple, 
Lover of the songs of swans, 
To you we give thanks for the sea’s bounty. 
For sharing with us the salmon, 
The sea bass, the squid. 
These gifts sustain us, 

But we must be careful to take only our fair share, 
And not damage your beautiful realm in the process. 
Sharer of wealth, 

For whom the wolf-song is hateful, 

Yours is the boundary, 

Where the sea meets the shore, 

Neither one world nor another. 

Hail Njéré! 


Protector of the Boundary 
Hail Njéro! 
Generous master of the shore, 

We feel your presence where earth and water meet. 
A troubled relationship, a destructive relationship, 
But a relationship with so much to give. 
Nourishment, trade, amusement, relaxation, 
All these you facilitate, all these you share. 
Our island people owe much to our shore, to you. 


Britannia may have ruled the waves, 
But it was you, Nj6rd, 

Who gave her the gifts with which to rule. 
Sharer of the ocean’s bounty, 
Protector of the boundary, 

We honour you this day. 

Hail Njéro! 


The Norns 


A Turn of Your Spindle 
Hail to Urdr, hail to Verdandi, hail to Skuld, 
Hail to the Norns! 
Ancient spinners, with our fates in your hands. 
Spinning, weaving, cutting, 

The web of wyrd is your great creation. 
Every chance encounter, every turn of fate, 
Every win, every loss, 

All are but a turn of your spindle, 

A stitch of your needle, 


A cut of your shears. 
Hail the Norns! 


At the Roots of the World Tree 
Hail to the Norns! 

Ancient weavers at the roots of the world tree, 
With runes you pass your magic to the nine worlds, 
With sacred threads you spin our wyrd. 

Our past, our present and our future; 

All are caught up in the web. 

Every encounter, with human, animal, wight or God, 
Every event in our lives, 

Nothing happens in isolation, 

And you oversee it all. 

Sustaining Yggdrasil, sustaining our destiny, 
Deciding when our journey will end; 

All this you do, 

And we thank you. 

Hail the Norns! 


Odin 


Wise One of Many Names 
Hail to Biflindi, to Grimnir, to Forni, 
Hail to Draugadrottinn, to Gapprosnir, to Hildolfr, 


Hail to Hangadrottinn, to Hrafnass, to Sigtryggr, 
Hail to Havi, to Jafnharr, to Pridi, 
Hail to Skollvaldr, to Vidurr to Y ggr, 
Hail to Odin! 
Wise one of many names, we honour you this night! 
Stalker of the standard-road, 
You gather the wolf-feeders to your hall. 
Endless seeker of knowledge, 
You hung from the windy tree, 
So that you may take up the runes. 
Friend of Jarls, 
From Hlidskjalf you rule over the Gods of Asgard. 
Lord of Valholl, 
Geri and Freki guard your gates. 
Far wonderer, 
Huginn and Muninn tell you of the deeds of men. 
Far sighted one, 
Not afraid to do what needs to be done. 
Sworn brother of Loki, 

You will not take the cauldron liquid without him. 
Ancient One, Mighty One, Terrible One, 
Alfather. 

Hail Odin! 


Lord of War 
Odin, Lord of War, leader of the Einherjar, 
Master of Valhalla, we call to you! Wise one, 
Whose Valkyries choose those who will fight alongside you at Ragnarok. 
You who knows sacrifice, 
And is not afraid to do that which may seem wrong, 
In order to achieve the ultimate goal. 
We honour you. 
Hail Odin! 


Lord of the Long Night 
To the lord of the long night hail! 


Sleipnir’s rider, you tear across the sky, with the hunt in tow, 
Bringing death to the old year, making way for the life of the new. 


This Yule night we thank you for the gift of the runes, 
The knowledge that you sacrificed so much for, 
Hanging for nine days from the windy tree. 

God of madness, we honour you as we gather with our family, 
On this longest and darkest of nights. 

Hail Odin! 


Facing the Enemy Within 


Alfather, 
You who have seen what is to be, 
And know what must be done. 
You who must fight the enemy within, 

As well as the great foes of Asgard. 
Burdened by the weight of fates you cannot control, 
Weighed down by the regret of your actions, 
Even though they were ultimately right. 

Most high, nobody can truly understand, 

Not even your fellow Gods can help shoulder the burden, 
That the knowledge has brought upon you. 

Yet you do not give up, 

You show us how to remain strong, 

To fight, when our own minds betray us. 

Taking strength in the knowledge that kith and kin depend on you, 
You don’t give up, as to do so would be to fail the world. 
Whilst nobody can take the burden from you, 
They can stand with you, comfort you, 

As our friends and family can support us, 
Through all of life’s hardships. 

God of madness, 

We thank you for your example, 

We thank you for your many sacrifices, 

And we thank you for giving us strength. 

For our families, for ourselves, and for you. 

Hail Odin! 


Son of Bor 
-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Odin! 

Alfather, father of the Gods, father of Thor. 

A frequent visitor to our world of Midgard, 

A frequent traveller throughout this realm. 
We learn from you so many things. 

Odin, friend, blood brother and travelling companion of Loki. 
Son of Bor, brother of Villi and Ve. 
With brothers you created the universe, 
Created Midgard and original man. 
Giving life to Ask and Embla. 

Odin, Who hung himself from Yggdrasil, the world tree, 
For a whole nine days to learn the secret of the runes. 
Speared by Gungnir to sacrifice yourself to yourself. 

By doing this you taught us the importance of knowledge, 
Of wisdom. 
With your ravens Huginn, thought, and Muninn, memory, 
Bringing news, you remain all knowledgeable. 
As the wolves Geri, ravener, and Freki, greed, 
Sit at your feet, you look down upon our world. 
Watching. 
We thank you Alfather for keeping watch over us. 
We leave you this offering as a thank you for your teachings. 
Hail to Odin, God of war, God of poetry. 
Hail Odin, The Alfather! 


Lord of Valhalla 


-Keith Leggott 
Odin, Alfather Owner of Draupnir, the magic golden ring. 
Father of Vidar and Vali, survivors of Ragnarok. 
A God who willingly sacrificed one of his eyes for knowledge. 
Rewarded with a drink from Mimir’s well. 
Who with his brothers built the universe from Ymir. 
Hail to Odin; sustaining himself with wine alone, 
And the occasional apple from Idunna. 
Who rides Sleipnir, offspring of Loki, and fastest of all steeds. 
Who banished Hel, daughter of Loki, 
To the realm of the same name, 


To become Queen and ruler of the dead. 
Who had Loki’s son Jormungundr, the Midgard serpent, 
Into the ocean to grow, 
And who had Loki’s greatest child, Fenris, bound and restrained. 
Hail To Odin; 
Who tricked Gunnlod into allowing him to drink from 
Kvasir’s mead. 
Ruler of the Great Hall, Valholl, 
With its 540 rooms, where warriors live, fight and party, 
Eating from Sooty Black, 
The boar with a never-ending supply of meat. 
We leave this offering as thanks to the Alfather, 
We offer these things freely, 
With hopes that they please the father of the Gods. 
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Ran 


Queen of the Deep 
Hail to fair Ran, Queen of the deep. 
Rightfully feared by those who tread your road, 
For the sea deserves their respect. 
Taker of sailors, 
Even the most prepared can find themselves in your net. 
Gracious host of those who find your favour, 


In your legendary hall beneath the waves. 
Your jealousy is well known, 
Yet tales of your beauty precede you. 
Wife of A.gir, mother of waves, hostess of the Gods, 
So often misunderstood. 
Hail Ran! 


We Journey to Your Realm 
Gracious Ran, lady of the deep, we call to you! 
We will soon journey deep into your realm, 
And ask that you grant us safe passage. 
Guide us in the darkness, 

Give us warmth in the cold, 

As you have seen fit to do in past. 

We honour you, oh beautiful Goddess. 

We offer you gold. 

We hope to merely pass through your hall, 
But should the Norns decide we should stay, 
We can take comfort in the tales of your hospitality. 
Hail Ran! 


Giving Thanks for Safe Passage 
To the Queen of deep, hail! 
We have walked your road, 
And have returned unscathed. 
We thank you for accepting our offerings, 
And watching over us, 

Letting us pass safely through your realm, 
For only the fool takes this for granted. 
The ocean seems interminable to men, 

If they venture on the rolling bark, 
And the waves of the sea terrify them. 
And yet your waters give us so much, 

Should we gain your blessing. 
Sustenance, transport, livelihood. 
Protection from our foes, 

A place from which to strike unexpectedly, 

At those who would do harm to our kin. 


As we leave your realm once again, 
And return to the land, 
To be once more amongst our kin, 
We thank you wholeheartedly for preserving us. 
Hail Ran! 


A Kinsman at Your Door 
We call to the great hostess of the deep. 

A kinsman has left us, and come to your door, 
Seeking your protecting, your hospitality, and a seat in your hall. 
They have walked the roads of men for the last time, 
They have set sail, never to return to our hearth, 
But instead to be with all those sailors, 
Whose threads where cut amongst the roiling waves, 
And found themselves at your mercy. 

We make offering to you this day, 

As they made offerings to you, 

And ask that you take in our beloved kin, 

Our seafarer, who knew your road well. 

Born of a land they left behind, 

Loved by a kin they sailed to protect. 

In death they are with you, 

For when they lived, they chose the sea. 

Hail Ran! 


Seaxneéat 
You Guide Our Tribe 


-Tara Skinner 


Hail Seaxnéat! 
God of family, kin and companionship, 
From your white horse, you guide our tribe, 

Through the world tree Yggdrasil, to which we ascribe. 
Sword in hand, you help our family navigate the trials of this land. 
Son of Woden, protector of our tribe and hearth, 

We call you. Hail Seaxnéat! 


Your People Will Not Forget You 
Hail to Seaxnéat! 
Helper of the Saxons, 

Sword God, ancestor of kings. 

We embrace your deeds and words, 

Though so much of your wisdom has been stolen from us, 
By those who would have us forget you. 
But your people will not forget you. 
You rode with them across the cold North Sea, 

To a new and mysterious land, 


And stood with them in battle, 
That they might hold that land against all foes. 
You helped them to raise their families, 
And strengthened their bonds of kinship. 
You helped them raise their livestock and grow their crops, 
That they might live in peace and prosperity. 
We are those people, your people, 
And your people will not forget you. 
Hail Seaxnéat! 


Sif 


Rowan Lady 
Hail to golden haired Sif! 
Wife of the Thunderer, 
Patient one, who showed restraint, 

In the face of the trickster’s taunts, 
Even after he took your scalp cords. 
Lady of the golden hair, loveliest of women, 
You bring wheat to our fields, 

That we might have bread and ale, 

For the cold winter nights. 

Rowan Lady, 

You bless our marriages, our families, our children. 


Hail Sif! 


Goddess Of The Harvest Hair 
-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Sif, wife of Thor, 
Goddess with the golden hair. 
Harvest hair so beloved by Thor and stolen by Loki. 
Because of your husband’s love and anger, 
Loki got you the magical golden hair and Thor his hammer Mjolnir. Sif, we 
thank you for being such a dutiful, 
Loving and supporting wife. 
We thank you for the family atmosphere you give, 
To the protector of Asgard and Midgard. 
We are grateful for the patience you show, 
When your husband disappears on his travels, 
And the soothing environment when he returns. 
Sif, Goddess of the harvest, mother of Ullr, wife of Thor. 

A Goddess of the earth united in marriage to a God of the sky. 
We thank you for all you are and all you do. 
Beautiful and strong, caring and giving. 

Sif, we leave you this offering as a thank you, 

As a symbol of our respect. 

We hope it pleases you, 

And is accepted in the same spirit with which it is freely given. 


Skadi 


bjazi’s Brave Daughter 
Hail to Skadi, Lady of the mountains! 
Pjazi’s brave daughter, 
You showed no fear when you travelled to Asgard, 
To avenge your father. 
Your demands were met, 
You left with your family’s honour restored. 
Nj6rd’s strong bride, 
Your love is a troubled one. 
You find no rest beside the shore, 
He no peace amongst the ice. 
Sleep you could not on the sea beds, 
for the screeching of the bird. 
Hateful for him are the mountains. 
Ski-Goddess, protector of travellers, 
Mother of many sons. 
We honour you this day. 
Hail Skadi! 


Bringer of Warmth to Our Hearts 


To the Goddess of winter, hail! 
Goddess of the mountain, Goddess of snow, 
Travelling by ski, hunting with bow, 
Fighter for justice, for laughter, for love, 
Your father’s bright eyes, shining above. 
Chooser of feet, amused by the goat, 

Placer of serpent, above Loki’s throat, 
Bringing of warmth to our hearts, on cold winter nights, 
Giving the strength, to fight for what’s right. 
Your family broken, your spouse far away, 

You know true hardship, in every way. 

But you don’t sit and ponder, on what might have been, 
You ski and you hunt, with eyes bright and keen, 
Strong as the mountain, cold as the snow, 


We know you each time, the icy winds blow. 
Hail Skadi! 


Giantess From the Cold 
-Keith Leggott 


Skadi! 
A giantess coming in from the cold, 
Married to the God of the sea. 
We ask for your protection, 
Using your considerable strength. 

A Queen of the hunt and fierce with a bow, 
Your love of the cold rings true to us in the north. 
Skadi, our giant Goddess from the high mountains. 
You teach us patience, you teach us forgiveness. 

You teach us diplomacy and how to deal with disappointment. 
Skadi, you have shown us the strength to stand up for ourselves. 
Taught us how to demand retribution, 

Yet also how to refrain from personal revenge. 

Skadi, daughter of Pjazi the giant, 

The Goddess, the Queen, thou art large and thou art fierce. 
You stand tall, you stand Strong, 

You stand against injustice. 

We give thanks to your being, 

And we leave this offering freely, 

In thanks. 


Wife of Njord 
-Keith Leggott 


Strong, proud, determined and fearless daughter of bjazi. 
Unafraid to march alone into Asgard, 
The domain of the Gods: the enemy. 

Set upon retribution for the death of a father. 
Unflinching in your determination for justice and revenge; 
Until tricked by Loki. 

We learn from you the act of courage, 
Self-determination and fearlessness. 


Skadi, 
Adopted into the family of Asgard, 
Though truly a giant you are now also a Goddess. 
After your marriage to Njord, 
Sealing the peace between yourself and Asgard, 
Came to an end, 
You show us your strength of will, 
And ability to live an almost solitary life in the mountains. 

You show us patience and vengeance, 

As you finally gain revenge on Loki, 

By placing the venom-dripping snake above his bound body. 
You teach us that mountain ranges can be loved and appreciated, 
Just as much as the forest. 

Skadi, we thank you for everything you have shown us. 
How to appreciate outside of the norm. 

We thank you for teaching us patience, forgiveness and tactfulness. We thank 
you for coming to Asgard and becoming part of the family. And we leave you 
this offering as a thank you. 

To you, Skadi, may you enjoy this offering and continue to teach us, 

As you wait to fight with the Gods at Ragnarok. 


Sunna 


Lady of Light, Lady of Life 
Hail to Sunna! 
Lady of light, lady of life! 
Without your warming rays there would be nothing but darkness. 
No life, no laughter, no love. 


On long summer days we bask in your warm embrace, 
On cold winter’s afternoons we take comfort, 
As we glimpse your face through the clouds. 
Mani’s sister, ever glowing day star, 
May Arvakr and Alsvidr keep you ahead of the wolf. 
Hail Sunna! 


A Glimpse of Your Face 
Sunna! 
Shining lady, bringer of life. 

In the depths of winter the nights are long, cold and dark. 
We gather by the fire, pulling blankets around us, 
We long for your return. 

We dream of the long, warm days, 

Days where you will nourish us, 

Days that seem so far away, 

As we fight the winter frosts. 

We glimpse your face between the clouds, 
And take heart in your short time with us each day, 
Knowing that you will return, 

In all your glory, radiance and beauty. 

Hail Sunna! 


Q 
Vay < 
CAPS rd) 
i CZ 


Thor 


Friend to the Sons & Daughters of the Earth 
Hail to mighty Thor! 
Friend to all sons and daughters of the earth, 
Foe to the children of Porn. 
Mjolnir’s wielder, 
Your winds guide the shield provider of the warships prow; 
Your rains bring life to the field; 
Your high flames light the sky. 
Serpent’s bane, 
You empty more ale-prows than all the kin of Ingvi-Freyr; 
You travel far with the wolf’s father; 
You protect the realms of Gods and men. 
Thunderer! Warder! Protector! 
We call to you! 
Hail Thor! 


Protector of Gods and Men 
We call to the thunderer! 
We call to the warder! 
We call to Thor! 
Strongest of the Gods we call to you, 
Great protector of Gods and men alike. 
With the hammer of the Gods in your hand, 

You protect the boundaries of Asgard and Midgard, 
From giant, from giantess, from serpent. 
Drainer of oceans, lifter of Jormungandr, 

You who fought bravely against the ravages of age, 
Champion of Asgard, your strength is unmatched, 
Your bravery legendary, your loyalty unquestionable. 
We thank you for your protection, oh lightning bringer, 
We thank you for inspiring our own strength in all that we do. 
Hail Thor! 


A Prayer to Thor 
-Daniel Warden 


Hail to Thor! 
Hammer-wielder! Lightening-Rider! 
Hail to he who brings us strength and courage, 
On the lonely roads of life. 
May you inspire us to be courageous, to be brave and strong! 
May we think of you every time the thunder rolls, 
Or lightning flashes across the stormy sky! 

May we smile at storm-time for we know you are with us Thor! 
When red sky’s smile let us know it is your red beard, 
Blown by the winds! 

Hail to you Thor, smasher of giants! 

Hail to you Thor, strongest of Gods! 

And may you forever protect us! 


Protector of Man and Asgard 
-Keith Leggott 


Hail Thor! 

Protector of the Gods and of Asgard, 
Protector of men and their home of Midgard. 
Traveller, wanderer, seeker of justice. 
Destroyer of Jotunns, searcher for the Midgard serpent. 
Son of the Alfather, strongest of all the Gods. 
Thor, worthy of wielding Mjélnir, 

Enabling the destruction of numerous giants. 
Husband of Sif, Goddess with the beautiful golden hair. 
Travelling companion of Loki, the blood brother. 
Sometimes quick to anger, 

Especially when concerning Jotunns or Loki. 

Wearer of the great belt of strength, Megingjord, 

And of Jarngreipr, the iron gloves that help wield Mjélnir. 
Hail to Thor: The red-haired and red-bearded God of thunder, 
And God of lightning. 

Lover of Jarnsaxa, one Jotunn Thor will not destroy with Mjélnir. 
With Jarnsaxa, you begat Magni — a survivor of Ragnarok. 
Hail to Thor, God, warrior and protector. 

We leave you this offering as a thank you, 

We leave you this offering freely and with the greatest of intentions. 


We thank you Thor, and hope this offering pleases you. 


Wielder of Mjolnir 
-Keith Leggott 


Hail to Thor! 
Riding in his chariot, 
Pulled by the Goats Tanngrisnir and Tanngnjostr. 
Son of Odin, the Alfather. 

Scariest, angriest and strongest of the Gods. 
Traveller and adventurer, fighter and friend. 
Hail to Thor! 

Father, brother, husband, lover, friend and destroyer. 
Son and nephew of the creatures of the universe. 
Commander of the elements; of thunder, of lightening. 
Capable of devouring a couple of bulls at a feast. 
Whose appetite for mead, the nectar of the Gods, is insatiable. 
Hail to Thor! 

Who wrestled against time and old age, 
Whose strength was tested, 

As he managed to partially lift Jormungandr. 
Whose draught from the mead cup in Utgard, 
Lowered sea levels and gave us the waves. 
Wielder of Mjélnir, protector of Asgard, 

A favourite amongst the men of Midgard. 

We leave you this offering with free will, 

In the hope that it pleases you. 


The Companions of Thor 
Hail to the companions of Thor! 

As the mighty thunderer rides across the sky, 
Fiery in both look and temperament, 
Protecting Gods and men from the chaos, 
We remember you, his companions. 

We thank you for the support you give him, 
So that he can continue to protect us. 

We thank the goats, Snarler and Grinder, 
For pulling the loud riders chariot, 


And providing him with sustenance. 

We thank bjalfi and Réskva, 
For your dedication to serving your master. 
We thank Thor’s travelling companion, 
The trickster, whose devious skills compliment Asa-Thor’s strength, 
And help him to overcome his foes. 
We thank Sif, his bride, and Jarnsaxa, mother of his children, 
And we honour Mjélnir, hammer of the Gods, 
The mighty weapon with which the hallower protects us. 

Hail the companions of Thor! 


Fair Winds & Following Seas 
Hail Thor! 
A fisherman’s friend, a sailor’s guide, 

Giving fair winds and following seas to those who earn your favour. 
You are no stranger to the storm-twisted enclosure of man; 
From Hymir’s boat you stalked the serpent. 

From Utgard-Loki’s horn you drank deeply, 

So deeply that you gave us the tides, 

As the seas rose and fell with each great draught. 

Your greatest foe dwells in the land of salmon, 

Yet the cod is yours. 

Thunderer! Those who disrespect you risk your wrath. 

As you bring the great storm to the plain of A‘gir, 

Tearing the sail-yard feather, smashing the sea feet, 

And sending the wave horse and her riders to face Ran’s judgement. 
Not always foremost amongst the Gods associated with the waves, 
Only the naive would neglect you before treading the prow road. 
Hail the Thunderer! Hail the serpent’s bane! Hail Thor! 


Lord of Bilskirnir 
-Keith Leggott 


Thor! 
The red-headed God of thunder and farm crops. 
Lord of the hall named Bilskirnir, 
So large it contains some five-hundred and forty doors. 
Owner of the goats Tooth-Grinder and Tooth-Gnasher, 


Which can be killed to provide a feast at night, 
And that shall be reborn, ready for transport upon the morn! 
Thor! 
Favoured among the men of Midgard, 
Whom you protect from harm. 
Son of Odin and J6r6, 
With a strength unmatched. 
You teach us of courage, of bravery, 
As you fight continuously against the Jotunns. 
We learn from you the importance of family, of friends, 
Of kin, and the desire to protect them. 
We also learn of self-sacrifice, 
As you battle the world-serpent at Ragnarok; 
Taking your final nine steps after eventually slaying the monster: 
Son of Loki, your friend. 
This final act of bravery shows the people of Midgard that patience, 
Perseverance, determination and tenacity, 
Are not only important but required traits for success. 
Thor! 
We leave you this offering of our own free-will, 
And hope you will accept both it and our thanks. 
We thank you for your protection and for the lessons you teach us. We leave this 
offering as a gesture of thanks, 
For your continued teachings and protection. 
Hail Thor! God, warrior, son, brother, fighter, husband, lover, Protector. Son of 
Odin, grandson of Bor. 


Friend of the Wolf 


Hail to Tyr! 
Lord of the thing, lord of justice, prince of temples. 
Ancient warrior, 

Yours is the sword storm for what is right. 
You know the true pain of sacrifice, 
And show us the true value of an oath. 
Friend of the wolf, 

You did what needed to be done; 
Losing your hand, but keeping your honour, 
Showing us the true value of reputation. 
Upholder of law, 

You will not rest until justice is served, 
Vengeance gained, frith restored. 

We know so little of your deeds, 

Yet you are a shining example to us all. 
Hail Tyr! 


Most Honourable of the Asir 
Hail the Tyr! 

Called one hand, and leavings of the wolf. 
But you are a God of justice, of strength, of war. 
Your name a battle-cry across the ages, 

Your rune a symbol of strength. 

You protect the soldier on the battlefield, 

You give courage to those seeking recompense. 
You know sacrifice. 

You know pain. 

You know that an oath cannot be broken, 

No matter the cost. 

You knew your days on the killing field were over, 
When you placed your sword arm in the wolf bite, 
But you knew what must be done. 

Just one, brave one, noble one, 

Most honourable of the A®sir, 

Hail Tyr! 


The Disabled Warrior 


-Keith Leggott 
Tyr! 
The God who proved his bravery, 
To ensure the safety of Asgard’s residents. 

You willingly gave your right hand to ensnare the Fenris wolf! 
Because of you the Gods were able to place Gleipnir, 
The magical fetter, upon the wolf. 

You have shown us how to overcome a disability, 
Taught us the importance of family, of friends. 

Tyr, a fighter, a leader, a disabled warrior, 

A favourite amongst the Gods, 

God of war, and God of justice. 

So important to the inhabitants of Midgard, 
that we named a day of the week after you. 

Hail to Tyr, Son of Hymir, an angry jotun, 

And grandson of a hateful nine hundred headed female beast. 
We praise your loyalty and bravery, 


We leave for you this offering as a gift, 
We leave for you this offering as a thank you. 
Hail to the god of bravery, 

Hail to the God of war! 


Ulir 


Dweller of the Yew Dale 
Hail to Ullr! 

Dweller of the yew dale, God of the shield, master of the hunt. 
We know so few of your tales, yet we know you were revered. 
Beautiful son of Sif, you guide the winter traveller, 
Across sea and snow, as you travelled with the magic bone. 
Glorious one, master of single combat, 

You guide our hand in the duel. 

Winter God, 

The long dark nights are yours. 

Hail Ullr! 


Var 


An Oath Sworn 
Hail to Var! 

Honest Goddess, witness the oaths we swear here today. 
Truthful Goddess, bless all those who keep their word. 
Honourable Goddess, bring vengeance upon the untrustworthy. 
Var, you listen carefully to all oaths spoken, 
Remembering the details, ensuring they are upheld. 
Friend to those who stand firmly by their pledge, 
Punisher of the liar and the double crosser, 

You guide us in upholding our honourable reputations. 
Hail Var! 


Vidar 
God of Vengeance 


We call to the God of vengeance! 
Enemy and slayer of Fenris wolf, 
You show us that transgressions cannot go unpunished, 
That family honour most be upheld, 
No matter the danger, no matter the cost. 

Wearer of the thick shoe, survivor of the flames, Silent As, 
You whose strength so nearly matches that of your brother Thor. 
Brave one, reliable one, Odin’s avenging son, 

We honour you. 

Hail Vidar! 


After the Destruction and the Flame 
Hail to Vidar! 
The silent God, 

You who will survive the great storm of swords, 
In which you will slay the trickster’s lupine son, 
Avenging the Alfather’s death. 

You who will take your father’s seat, 

And rule Asgard in his stead, 

As Magni and Modi take up Mjélnir, 

And Lif and Lifthrasir emerge from Hoddmimisholt, 
To repopulate the realms of men. 

After the destruction and the flame, 

You will rule as the cycle starts again. 

Hail Vidar! 


The Wights 


The Waterwights 
Hail to the nack, the nock and the nixie, 
Hail to the nykkur, the marbendill, the haffru, 
Hail to the Sjora, the seal folk, the draug. 
Hail to the waterwights! 
In lakes and rivers, shores and seas, 
You haunt the murky depths. 
You prey on the unwitting man, 
Who doesn’t watch his step. 
Calling sailors to the rocks, 
Or dragging them below, 
It’s not even unheard of, 
For you to deal the deadly blow. 
Yet some of you are friendly, 
Even human at Twelfth Night. 
And whilst we must be wary, 
With a gift you’ll do us right. 
Hail the waterwights! 


An Unfamiliar Place 
Hail to the wights of this unfamiliar place. 
You do not know us, and we do not know you. 
We have travelled to your lands in peace, 
And mean you no harm. 
We shall endeavour to do no damage to your home, 
We shall not steal from you, 
We shall leave your lands as we found them. 
We ask that you do us no harm, 
We ask that you do not take from us, 
We ask that you let us leave in peace. 
Hail the Wights! 


Guests in Your Home 
We call to the wights, the spirits, the hidden folk, 
And all who inhabit this space. 


The spirits of the land, the trees, the water, the air. 
We are but guests in your home, 
And we thank you for sharing it with us this night. 
We thank you for sharing the fruits of the land, it’s beauty, it’s peace. 
And we promise to respect your home, 
Leaving it as we found it when we depart. 
Hail the spirits of the land! 


The Housewights 
Hail to the wights of our home! 
Spirits who were here before us, and will remain when we have gone. 
This is our home, but it is also your home, 
We share it with you as equals, and as friends. 

We ask that you help us in our endeavours, 
Guiding the yeast when we bake and brew, 
Watching over our family, helping us to keep them safe. 
In return we shall honour you, 

We shall respect your space, and make you offerings, 
Sharing what we have with you, as you share your home. 
Hail the housewights! 


Wights of the Tavern 
Hail to the wights of the tavern! 
Welcoming spirits, who lift our spirits, as we quaff spirits! 
You inhabit this space of mirth, 
Where we gather at the end of a long days toil, 
To rest our weary bones, 
And drink our fill in good company. 
Be it the Dodger, the Swan, the King’s Arms, 
In the tavern we find warmth, we find sanctity, 
We find hospitality. 
As we eat and drink, putting the worries of the world to one side, 
We thank you for sharing your space with us, 
And letting us leave in peace, if a little worse for wear! 
Hail the wights of the tavern! 


Wights of the North 


We call upon the landvettir, wights of this place, 


And upon Brigantia, ancient lady of the north. 
We thank you for sharing your home with us this day. 
We also honour the water wights, 

Who live in our rivers and surround our island, 
Protecting our seafarers. 

Hail the wights! 


The Ancestors 
The Disir 


Hail to the Disir! 

Ancient women, grandmothers, mothers. 
You brought life to our ancestors, and to us. 
You raised us, either in your own life time, 

Or through your spiritual guidance. 
You helped us grow, to become who we are today. 


Now we are grown, you continue to help us, 
In all matters of the family. 
Through your strength you guide us, 
Helping us to raise future generations. 
We thank you for the gift of life, 

For without you we could not be. 


Hail the Disir! 
The Alfar 


Hail to the Alfar! 

Residing together, family reunited in death. 
You dwell amongst the spirits of the land. 
We keep your tales alive, 

So that one day you may welcome us, 
With a horn of mead beside the hearth. 
Hail the Alfar! 


The Einherjar 


To the Einherjar, and all those lost in war, Hail! 
You who made the ultimate sacrifice, in defence of those you loved. 
Those who faced the true horrors of war, 
So that we may live in peace. 
Whether warriors, or civilians caught in battle, 
We honour your sacrifice. 
We ask that you guide all those who protect the vulnerable, 
Protect frith, protect peace. 
We ask that you give us the strength to follow your example, 
Should it be required of us, 
So that our families and our communities may live on. 
Hail! 


Our Ever-Present Guides 
We call to the ancestors. 
Those who have come before us, 

Who continue to guide us to become the best we can be. 
Whether as warriors, as farmers, as mothers, 
Whatever your trade, your deeds, 

You not only provide us with an example, 

But you continue to actively guide us in our lives, 
Watching over your descendants as your own children. 
We are the product of your loves and your lives, 
And we shall do our utmost to uphold your honour and reputations. 
Hail the ancestors! 


Military Prayers 


Naval Prayer 
Odin, Skyfather, lord of war, who rules over Asgard; 
A-gir, father of the waves; Ran, gracious host of those lost at sea; Njérd, who 

rules where the sea meets the shore; mighty Thor, 

Master of tides until the wolf breaks his bonds, Hail! 
We honour you with word and deed, 
And ask you to bless the fleet in which we serve. 
Preserve us from the dangers of the sea, 

And grant us the strength to overcome the violence of the enemy; That we may 
be a safeguard unto our most gracious Sovereign Lady, Queen Elizabeth, and her 
dominions, 

And a security for such as pass on the seas, 

Upon their lawful occasions; 

That the inhabitants of our island may in frith honour our Gods; 

And that we may return victorious to enjoy the blessings of the land, With the 
fruits of our labours; 

And with a thankful remembrance of thy blessings, 

To honour our Gods, wights and ancestors. Hail! 


2 


AAPA Ae) 


A Soldier's Prayer 
I am going to war, 
Leaving loved ones behind. 
I am leaving what is precious, 
But I’m not going alone. 
The Gods are with me, 

In all the dark places. 


A‘sir, ease their hearts, 
When my people miss me. 
Aésir, stand with me, 
When I am facing death. 
A:sir, look after my loved ones, 
As I would. 


Royal Marines Prayer 
A‘sir! Vanir! 
Who through many generations have united and inspired the members of our 
Corps, 
Grant your blessings on Royal Marines serving across Midgard. Look 
favourably upon all our efforts and endeavours, 
And may our laurels be those of gallantry and honour, 
Loyalty and courage. 
We ask these things in the name of the Gods, 
The wights and the ancestors. 

Hail! 


Submariner’s Prayer 
Aésir, Vanir, we call to thee, 
for all submariners, 
Beneath the sea. 

In depths of oceans, as oft we stray, 
So far from night, so far from day, 
We would ask you guide our strength to grow, 
To face the perils down below. 
Odin grant us strength of mind, 
That ‘ere the darkness wont us blind, 
We seek protection from the deep, 
Freyr grant us peace when ‘ere we sleep. 
Of hearth and kindred far away, 

We ask Frigg’s care for them each day, 
Until we surface once again, 

To drink J6r6’s air, and feel Thor’s rain. 
We ask your guiding light to show, 
A safe progression sure and slow, 
Hail Aigir, Ran, Wights of the sea, 
From we submariners, 

Beneath the Sea. 


Resurgam. 
Air Force Prayer 
Mighty Thor! 
Who tears through the clouds in your chariot, 
And with Mjélnir brings the storm, 
Look with favour upon the Royal Air Force. 
Make us a tower of strength to our Queen and to our country. 
Help us to do our duty with prudence and with fearlessness, 


Confident that in life or in death we will protect our kin. 
Grant this in the name of the Gods. 


Hail! 


Songs & Poems 
Thank the Gods it’s Yule 


Here we’re all gathered around the hearth fire, 
To drink and be merry, fulfilling desires, 
Oh to be surrounded with brave men on all fronts, 
But we’ll have to make do ‘cos we’re stuck with you... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’ |l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’ ILI all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Here’s to Ingvi-Freyr the lord of the feast, 
We’|ll soon be devouring your sweet roasted beast, 
Your boar at your side, your ship in the dock, 
And who could forget your massive great... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’ |l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’! all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Here’s to Agir the greatest of hosts, 
Without your sweet nectar there would be no toasts, 
Your mead keeps on flowing, we’re really in luck, 


If we keep it up we’ll be too drunk to... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’ |l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’|I all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Here’s to Thor, your strength we can’t test, 
But why are you feasting wearing a dress? 
There’s Jotunns a-drooling admiring your frock, 
But under your skirts there’s only a... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’ |l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’|I all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Here’s to Odin so great and so wise, 
Huggin and Munnin your all seeing eyes, 
Whilst Geri is sleeping, and Freki is mewing, 
Your mind is not here, you’d rather be... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’|l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’|I all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Here’s to Loki the master of tricks, 
So cunning and witty and sly and slick, 
You know the flaws of all in their halls, 
But wait what is that? A goat tied to your... 


Bring me more meat and bring me more mead! 
We’ |l tell tall tales and boast of our deeds! 
We’ ILI all eat our fill and all act like fools! 

And thank the Gods it’s Yule! 


Hail the ancestors, hail the wights! 
Hail the Gods and Godesses this night! 
Hail to Yorkshire, ‘cos Yorkshire is right, 
‘Cos if it’s not Yorkshire it’s shite! 


Heathens o’ Yorkshire 
Who’s tha a’hailin all t? Gods? 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 
Who’s tha a’hailin all t? Gods? 
Who’s tha a’hailin all t? Gods? 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Tha’s been a’drinkin all o’t’ mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 
Tha’s been a’drinkin all o’t’ mead, 
Tha’s been a’drinkin all o’t’ mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Tha’s bahn t’ die o’ too much mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 

Tha’s bahn t’ die 0’ too much mead, 
Tha’s bahn t’ die 0’ too much mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Then t’ Valhalla we’ ll send thee, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Then t’ Valhalla we’ ll send thee, 
Then t’ Valhalla we’ ll send thee, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Nidhog’ll come an’ eyt thee up, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Nidhog’!l come an’ eyt thee up, 
Nidhog’ll come an’ eyt thee up, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 


Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Ravens’! come an’ peck tha eyes, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Ravens’! come an’ peck tha eyes, 
Ravens’! come an’ peck tha eyes, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Then us’ll ‘eyt a funeral feast, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Then us’ll ‘eyt a funeral feast, 
Then us’ll ‘eyt a funeral feast, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


Then us’ll drink up all o’t’ mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Then us’ll drink up all o’t’ mead, 
Then us’ll drink up all o’t’ mead, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire. 


That’s wheear we end up back wid thee, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 

That’s wheear we end up back wid thee, 
That’s wheear we end up back wid thee, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire, 
Heathens o’ Yorkshire! 


Viking Soul 
-Alda Bjérk Olafsdéttir 


Being a Viking you’re meant to be strong, 
And that I am don’t get me wrong, 
But I got a heart that melts easily, 

And my eyes seem to leak too frequently. 


The Norns seem to have weaved it for me, 
That I should be tested too frequently, 
Maybe they know that I can take it, 
Maybe I know how to fake it. 


Viking Soul, 
That I am. 


Viking Soul, 
That I am. 


Yes I get tired and want to lay down, 
Lie by the waterfall with its only sound, 
Hug mother nature, yes I hugged a tree, 
Actually it was mother nature who hugged me. 


So life goes on and with a smile, 

I fight through the battlefield wounded but alive, 
When I’m knocked down, I rise up again, 
Stronger and meaner this is not the end. 
Viking Soul, 

That I am, 

Viking Soul, 

That I am. 


The Tears of the Wolf 


— In Loving Memory of Yellowstone Wolf 926 
- Alda Bjork Olafsdottir 


Wolf 926, survivor, alpha, fighter, 


She’s a mother and partner to wolf 925. 

Her puppies are growing and new ones on the way, 
She tricks the biggest cow into becoming her pray. 
They feast and soak up the sun but hurry they must, 

As they had wondered too far to the wrong side of their track, 
But it was too late as their rival pack had already come, 
Wolf 925 stands his ground with her puppies 926 must run. 
Run, run, run away, 

Ufasongur verdéur ulfagratur, 

Run, run, run away. 

Wolf 925 is dead but his family he saved, 

Now a single mother wolf 926 struggles are hard, 
Survival is doubtful no matter how brave, 

Another day another battle, hiding in her cave. 
Suddenly deep within her den there is present danger, 
The killer alpha had found her and she stood no chance, 


Kill is what he’s there for but she has other plans, 
Quickly composes herself and turns on her charm. 
She didn’t Run, run, run away, 

Ufaséngur verdéur ulfagratur, 

Run, run, run away. 

The big papa Alpha male is taken by surprise, 

She shows no fear, she’s strong and she is wise, 

Her trickery works and her puppies are now safe, 

A new protector of her family, her courage saved the day. 
But as the new pack family settle in their nest, 
Their biggest enemy waits patiently with shotgun resting on his chest. 
As he gets aim through is sight he tightens his grip, 
Then pulls the triggers and wolf 926 is hit. 

She should have run, run, run away, 
Ufaséngur verdéur ulfagratur, 

Should have run, run, run away. 

It’s too late to run, run, run away, 

Ufasongur verdéur ulfagratur, 

Too late to run, run, run away. 

She howls and her cries can be heard for thousands of miles, 
Slowly she falls as the blood pours from her veins, 

As she falls dead you can hear Thor’s anger with thunder, 
She lost to the cruelest of all animals, 

The human hunter. 


¢ 2 


Cries of the Heart 
-Alda Bjérk Olafsdéttir 


As he’s looking over his once beautiful highlands, 
Once filled with love now savaged by violence, 


The chieftain’s only daughter as sweet as she could be, 
He was set to marry but he knew, she is not for me. 

As they both had loved another neither wanted to stay, 
Then a striking Viking came and whisked her away, 
Now he was free to love the only girl he ever loved, 

A simple farmer’s daughter from the Nordic of folks. 
Souls ripped apart, 
Even strong men they cry, 
As their true love is sacrificed, 
When their loved ones they die, 
Vikings versus Celts, 
In the cries of the hearts. 

But as a man makes his plans the Norns might not agree, 
Your path has been woven for you, you cannot foresee, 
The chieftain he is furious his wishes have been ignored, 
Revenge will soon come knocking, now death was at their door. 
May all the Norsemen and their daughters die before I rest, 
The highlands became a bloody bath as he carried out his quest, 
Now a sad and lonely figure the highlander reflects, 
Wondering if the chieftain’s daughter and her Viking man was a success. 
Souls ripped apart, 

Even strong men they cry, 

As their true love is sacrificed, 

When their loved ones they die, 

Vikings versus Celts, 

In the cries of the hearts. 

All this pain, 

On these plains, 

For the souls I weep, 

As I fall asleep. 

Souls ripped apart, 

Even strong men they cry, 

As their true love is sacrificed, 

When their loved ones they die, 

Vikings versus Celts, 

In the cries of the hearts. 


Gifts of the Goddesses 
-Adrian Spendlow 


Blessing the Goddesses; Blessing the Earth, 
Experience again your Viking rebirth. 
Battle for love; believe in Freyja, 
Dive naked through waterfalls, Brinhild is here. 
As Amma will harvest and all will grow, 
So Lin will serve; all beauty to show. 

Be old yet young be gathered by Berchta, 
Gently remember who you are through Snotra. 
Let Lofn be stirring your belief in romance, 
Be not forbidden, feel Sjofn’s advance. 
Syn will defend you: Gefion make pure, 

Sunlight dances on water for the eyes of Saga. 
Birth be powerful; be proudful as Rind, 
Fly high with Sun; dance on the wind. 

Gna washes us clean; Audumla feeds, 
Fulla will fill, bringing forth all your needs. 
Jor6 is at one with you, ever aware, 
Skuld, Urd, Verdani: your self is laid bare. 
Sif brings us gold; the sun on the corn, 
Nanna’s womanly peace gives joy reborn. 
Nurture regardless Angraboda, 

Be the mother of Gods; be as Bestla. 

Stronger than Thor, learn Glima with Elli, 
The power of Eir for healing and mercy. 
Nerthus has berthed us be at one in the world, 
Be guarded Sinmorano no wounding unfurled. 
As mighty as Thrud you are Thorsdottir, 
Rule your own soul, the power of Skirnir. 
Var fills our heart to make oaths of love, 
For Vor nothing is hidden within or above. 
Gleam with a beauty for Menglad will heal, 
Rise again with Gulveig to truly feel. 
Nine Mothers rise over us, take us away, 
Feel as strongly as Ran does; be free to say. 


Walk the plains with Ida you animal spirit, 
Be mother as Mothir as moments befit. 
Sygin forever brings freedom from pain, 
View the future with Groa; tomorrow is plain. 
These are the Goddesses bringing rebirth, 
Fjorgyn’s children — Mother Earth. 
These are the Goddesses bringing rebirth, 
Fjorgyn’s children — Mother Earth. 


Rituals 


A Blot to Thor 


This blot to Thor can be used as it is, to honour the thunderer. It can also be used as a template for creating 
your own blots to any of the Gods or Goddesses you wish, by substituting other prayers from the book, or 
your own words. 


This ritual can be done by yourself or in a group. It can be done inside or outside, but it is recommended 
that it is done somewhere quiet, where the ritual will not be disturbed. These days it is also well worth 
reminding the participants to switch off their phones and devices. 


How you set up for the ritual is up to you. At Heathens of Yorkshire we set up an altar to the north of the 
participants. The Godi, or person leading the ritual stands by the altar, with the other participants facing the 
altar. How you stand will depend on your groups preferences, and the practicality of the space. 


The altar itself can be as simple or elaborate as you like. As a minimum it should have a representation of 
the deity that is being honoured, and a bowl to receive liquid offerings. We use mead in our rituals, but you 
can use whatever feels right to you. 


Use these words to begin the ritual: 


There were once but two realms, separated by a great, inconceivable void. The endless, baron chasm called 
Ginnungagap. To one side lay the icy, frozen land of Niflheim, too cold for any creature to survive. On the 
other, Muspelheim lay, where the raging fires prevented even the hardiest life. When these forces finally 
met, so the first being was created, the first of the mighty giants, Ymir. 


Nurtured by the great cow, Audhumla, Ymir spawned the race of giants. Audhumla licked at the ice for her 
own sustenance, and slowly but surely released Buri, first of the Asir, from his frozen prison. Buri bore a 
son, Bor, who, with the giantess Bestla, bore three sons, Odin, Vili and Ve. 


The three brothers grew, and once they were strong enough, rose up and slew the great Ymir, and with his 
corpse created a home. That home, is our home, where we are born, where we will die, where we will see 
great joy, where we will suffer terrible hardship, and where we will witness every emotion. From Ymir’s 
skull, they created the sky above us, from his brains came the clouds, which give us the rains. His muscles 
formed the land on which we live, and the blood that poured from his wounds that day was to become the 
great oceans. 


Having made our home, they made us. From a trunk of ash, and a trunk of elm, they made Ask and Embla, 
the first of our human ancestors. Their descendants would later mate with Rigr, to make us who we are 
today, not just creations of the Gods, but distant relatives. Here we stand, as our ancestors stood, the product 
of the Gods, in the home the Gods fought to create for us. Here we stand, as our descendants will stand, to 
honour the Gods, wights and ancestors, until the chaos returns, and the realms of Gods and men fall. 


Hold up the mead and speak these words: 


Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of Agir. 
Distribute the mead to the participants. 


We call upon the Aisir, we call upon the Vanir. We call upon the wights and the ancestors. We ask you to 
join us for this blét in honour of Thor. 


Pour an offering of mead for the deities. 


Hail to mighty Thor! 

Friend to all sons and daughters of the earth, 

Foe to the children of Porn. 

Mjolnir’s wielder, 

Your winds guide the shield provider of the warships prow; 
Your rains bring life to the field; 

Your high flames light the sky. 

Serpent’s bane, 

You empty more ale-prows than all the kin of Ingvi-Freyr; 
You travel far with the wolf’s father; 

You protect the realms of Gods and men. 

Thunderer! Warder! Protector! 

We call to you! 

Hail Thor! 


Pour an offering of mead for Thor. 


Hail to Thor! 

Hammer-wielder! Lightening-Rider! 

Hail to he who brings us strength and courage on the lonely roads of life. 

May you inspire us to be courageous, to be brave and strong! 

May we think of you every time the thunder rolls or lightning flashes across the stormy sky! 
May we smile at storm-time for we know you are with us Thor! 

When red sky’s smile let us know it is your red beard blown by the winds! 

Hail to you Thor, smasher of giants! 

Hail to you Thor, strongest of Gods! 

And may you forever protect us! 


Pour an offering of mead for Thor. 


Hail to the companions of Thor! 

As the mighty thunderer rides across the sky, 

Fiery in both look and temperament, 

Protecting Gods and men from the chaos, 

We remember you, his companions. 

We thank you for the support you give him, 

So that he can continue to protect us. 

We thank the goats, Snarler and Grinder, 

For pulling the loud riders chariot, 

And providing him with sustenance. 

We thank bjalfi and Réskva, 

For your dedication to serving your master. 

We thank Thor’s travelling companion, 

The trickster, whose devious skills compliment Asa-Thor’s strength, 
And help him to overcome his foes. 

We thank Sif, his bride, and Jarnsaxa, mother of his children, 
And we honour Mjélnir, hammer of the Gods, 

The mighty weapon with which the hallower protects us. 
Hail the companions of Thor! 


Pour an offering of mead for the companions of Thor. 


At this point you can conduct a one round sumbel, where all participants can 
make any offerings, and speak any additional words that they wish in honour of 
Thor. 


Close the ritual with the words: 


Words have been spoken, 
Offerings have been made, 

From the Gods, to the earth, to us, 
From us, to the earth, to the Gods, 
A gift for a gift, 

Hail! 


Midsummer Blot to Sunna 


Midsummer is an excellent time to gather with friends and family, to enjoy the good weather and give 
thanks to Sunna for her life giving warmth. A barbeque is a great way to hold a summer feast. Traditionally 
people would jump over fires for good luck, the fire being made from the remains of their midwinter 
greenery. 


This simple blot to Sunna can be used at your gathering in her honour. All you need for the ritual is an 
offering of mead or other liquid. Begin the ritual as follows: 


Friends! We are gathered here together to enjoy the good weather, long days, and each other’s company. At 
this time of year we also give thanks to Sunna, the Goddess who drags the sun across the sky each day, with 
her chariot drawn by her horses Arvakr and Alsvior. 


To begin this ritual let us all close our eyes, turn our faces to the sun, and chant the rune Sowelu, the rune of 
the sun, to hallow this space, and prepare ourselves to worship Sunna. 


Allow the chanting to continue for as long as seems natural, once the chanting has died out, hold up the 
mead and say: 


Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of Agir. 


We call upon the Aésir and the Vanir, we call upon the wights and the ancestors! We ask you to join us this 
midsummer, for a bl6t to Sunna. Hail! 


Pour an offering of mead. 


Hail to Sunna! 

Lady of light, lady of life! 

Without your warming rays there would be nothing but darkness. 
No life, no laughter, no love. 

On long summer days we bask in your warm embrace, 

On cold winter’s afternoons we take comfort, 

As we glimpse your face through the clouds. 

Mani’s sister, ever glowing day star, 

May Arvakr and Alsvidr keep you ahead of the wolf. 

Hail Sunna! 


Pour an offering for Sunna. Then conduct a sumbel for people to speak any words they wish in honour of 
Sunna. After the sumbel, complete the ritual with these words: 


Words have been spoken, 
Offerings have been made. 

From the Gods, to the earth, to us, 
From us, to the earth, to the Gods. 
A gift for a gift, 

Hail! 


Harvest Blot 


Harvest was an important time for our ancestors; gathering the year’s crops ready for the long winter 
ahead. These days many of us take our food for granted, now that it arrives nicely packaged, and we don’t 
have to toil the field ourselves to get it. However it is just as important to thank the Gods for our food now 
as it ever was. This ritual should be held at the time of the harvest to give thanks. For the ritual you will 
need a simple alter to the Gods and offerings. These offerings will ideally be local produce. Begin the ritual 
as follows: 


We gather together here today to thank the Gods for our bountiful harvest. 
Whilst we may not have grown the crops, or raised the animals ourselves, we are 
just as dependant on the Gods granting us food as we ever were. 


Raise the mead and say: 


Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of Agir. 


Thor, who’s chariot crosses the sky, bringing the gentle rains that nurture the crops, we ask you to hallow 
and protect this sacred space. Hail Thor! 


Pour an offering of mead for Thor. 


Hail to the lord of the harvest! 

As the frosts melted, we asked you to fertilise our crops, 
To guard the seeds as they germinated and sprouted, 

To nourish the shoots with gentle rains, 

And protect them as they grew. 

All this you have done, 

And for that we that we give thanks this day. 

The time has come to harvest this crop, 

The product of our shared efforts, 

So that we may be sustained through the long winter. 
This crop is your gift to us, and so we share it with you, 
And we honour you, oh Freyr, 

As we take in this crop with glad hearts. 

Hail Freyr! 


Pour an offering of mead for Freyr. 


We call to the wights of the land! 
You have shared your space with us, 
Allowed us to grow our crops, 

And raise our animals, 

In peace and prosperity. 

For this, we give you thanks. 

Hail the wights! 


Pour an offering of mead for the wights. 


We call to the Vanir! 

All those Gods and Goddesses who nurture the earth. 
Njéro, elder Van, who shares with us the bounty of the sea, 
Your twin children, Freyr and Freyja, 

And all the rest of your kin. 

We thank you for sharing this harvest with us, 

And we in turn share it with you. 

Hail the Vanir! 


Pour an offering of mead for the Vanir. 
Place the offerings you wish to give in thanks for the harvest upon the altar. 


Words have been spoken, 
Offerings have been made, 

From the Gods, to the earth to us, 
From us, to the earth to the Gods. 
A gift for a gift, 


Hail! 


After the blot, hold a feast of local produce, and toast the Gods as your enjoy their bounty. If you do happen 
to grow your own crops, follow the tradition of leaving the last ear of corn in the field for Sleipnir. This 
could be done with any crops you grow. 


Heathen Remembrance Service 


This version of the traditional Remembrance Service has been adapted for use by heathens to mark 
Remembrance Sunday/Armistice Day. Starting at 1050 should mean that the 2 minutes silence is held at 
1100. 


Welcome to all gathered here, on Remembrance Sunday, to honour the fallen, and all those who have made 
personal sacrifice in the service of their country. 


We call upon the wights of land, air and water. We ask you to join us here this day. Hail the wights! 


We call upon the ancestors, to whom we owe everything that we are, and without whom we would not be. 
We ask you to join us here this day. Hail the ancestors! 


We call upon the Gods; A‘sir and Vanir. Mighty ones, shining ones, high ones. We ask you to join us here 
this day. Hail the Gods! 


Freyja, warrior Goddess and first chooser of the slain, for whom you weep golden tears of compassion. We 
give you thanks for welcoming our glorious dead to Folkvangr. Queen of Valkyries, Goddess of love, lady 
of magic, we honour you. Hail Freyja! 


Odin, Lord of War, leader of the Einherjar, master of Valhalla, we call to you! Wise one, who’s Valkyries 
choose those who will fight alongside you at Ragnarok. You who knows sacrifice, and is not afraid to do 
that which may seem wrong in order to achieve the ultimate goal, we honour you. Hail Odin! 


Ran, beautiful Lady of the deep, we thank you for hosting all those sailors lost at sea, in your great hall 
beneath the waves. Hail Ran! 


We gather here to honour the fallen. Those brave warriors who have made the ultimate sacrifice in defence 
our of nation and our people, and who will do battle again, when the Gjallarhorn sounds. We honour too 
those who have returned, witnesses of the true horrors of war, to be once more amongst the people they 
protect. We remember too all the civilian casualties of all conflicts across the globe, and we honour those 
who are serving now, at this very moment risking their lives on sea, land and air, so that we may sleep 
safely in peace and frith. 


Reading — The Rainbow, Sgt Leslie Coulson, killed on the Western Front in 1916 


Watch the white dawn gleam, 

To the thunder of hidden guns. 

I hear the hot shells scream 

Through skies as sweet as a dream 

Where the silver dawn-break runs. 

And stabbing of light 

Scorches the virginal white. 

But I feel in my being the old, high, sanctified thrill, 
And I thank the gods that the dawn is beautiful still. 


From death that hurtles by 

I crouch in the trench day-long, 

But up to a cloudless sky 

From the ground where our dead men lie 

A brown lark soars in song. 

Through the tortured air, 

Rent by the shrapnel’s flare, 

Over the troubleless dead he carols his fill, 

And I thank the gods that the birds are beautiful still. 


Where the parapet is low 

And level with the eye 

Poppies and cornflowers glow 

And the corn sways to and fro 

In a pattern against the sky. 

The gold stalks hide 

Bodies of men who died 

Charging at dawn through the dew to be killed or to kill. 
I thank the gods that the flowers are beautiful still. 


When night falls dark we creep 

In silence to our dead. 

We dig a few feet deep 

And leave them there to sleep - 

But blood at night is red, 

Yea, even at night, 

And a dead man’s face is white. 

And I dry my hands, that are also trained to kill, 

And I look at the stars - for the stars are beautiful still. 


Airforce Prayer 


Mighty Thor! 
Who tears through the clouds in your chariot, 
And with Mjélnir brings the storm, 
Look with favour upon the Royal Air Force. 
Make us a tower of strength to our Queen and to our country. 
Help us to do our duty with prudence and with fearlessness, 
Confident that in life or in death we will protect our kin. 


Grant this in the name of the Gods. 
Hail! 


A Soldier’s Prayer 


I am going to war, 
Leaving loved ones behind. 
I am leaving what is precious, 
But I’m not going alone. 
The Gods are with me, 

In all the dark places. 


Assir, ease their hearts, 
When my people miss me. 
Assir, stand with me, 
When I am facing death. 
A:sir, look after my loved ones, 
As I would. 


The Naval Prayer 


Odin, Skyfather, lord of war, who rules over Asgard; A‘gir, father 
of the waves; Ran, gracious host of those lost at sea; Njérd, who 
rules where the sea meets the shore; mighty Thor, master of tides 
until the wolf breaks his bonds, Hail! We honour you with word 
and deed, and ask you to bless the fleet in which we serve. 
Preserve us from the dangers of the sea, and grant us the strength 
to overcome the violence of the enemy; that we may be a safeguard 
unto our most gracious Sovereign Lady, Queen Elizabeth, 
and her dominions, and a security for such as pass on the seas 
upon their lawful occasions; that the inhabitants of our island 
may in frith honour our Gods; and that we may return victorious 
to enjoy the blessings of the land, with the fruits of our labours; 
and with a thankful remembrance of thy blessings to honour our 


Gods, wights and ancestors. Hail! 
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old, Age shall not weary them nor the years condemn. At 
the going down of the sun, and in the morning We will remember them. 


Response: We will remember them. 


(At 1100) Last Post. Lower standards. 
2 Minutes silence. 

Reveille. Raise standards. 

Laying of wreaths. 


When you go home, 
Tell them of us and say, 
For your tomorrow, 

We gave our today. 


Mothers’ Night Blot 


Mothers’ Night is held as part of the festival of Yule. Some celebrate it on the night before the winter 


solstice, others on the 24" of December. Regardless of when it is held, it is a night to remember all of our 
female ancestors. Before you begin, prepare a list of all of the female ancestors that you know of, so that 
their names can be read out. You may also want to prepare an altar with photographs and mementos of 
those you wish to honour. 


Open the blot with these words: 

Hail to red bearded Thor! Hallow and protect this sacred space. 
Raise the mead and say: 

Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of #gir. 
Distribute the mead to the participants. 


We call upon the Asir and the Vanir, we call upon the wights and the ancestors. 
We ask you to join us this Mothers’ Night, for this blot to the Disir. 
Pour an offering of mead for the deities. 


Hail to the mother of mothers! 


Hail to the Queen of Asgard! 

Hail to Frigg! 

We call to you this mother’s night. 

Caring one, kind one, loving one, 

We thank you for guiding all mothers, 

Giving them the strength to raise their children, 
And support their families in the best way they can. 
All of our mother line, going back to the beginning, 
Watch over us, for we are their children. 

Through your shining example they nurture us, 
And help us to raise our own children, 

So that our families may live forever. 

Hail Frigg, mother of us all! 


Pour an offering of mead for Frigg. 


Hail to the Disir! 

Ancient women, grandmothers, mothers. 
You brought life to our ancestors, and to us. 
You raised us, either in your own life time, 
or through your spiritual guidance. 

You helped us grow, to become who we are today. 
Now we are grown, you continue to help us, 
In all matters of the family. 

Through your strength you guide us, 
Helping us to raise future generations. 

We thank you for the gift of life, 

For without you we could not be. 

Hail the Disir! 


Pour an offering of mead for the Disir. 


Read out the names of the Disir to be remembered. 


Hold a one round sumbel where participants can make any offerings, and speak any words they wish to in 
honour of the Disir. 


Close the blot with these words: 


Words have been spoken, offerings have been made, 
from the Gods, to the earth to us, 
from us to the earth to the Gods, a gift for a gift. 


Yule Blot to Odin 


Yule is a time when we give thanks for the year that has passed, and look ahead 
to the year to come. It is also a time when the wild hunt rides across the sky. This 
blot honours the Alfather. It also gives the chance for those participating to take 
a rune to guide them in the year to come. For that reason you will need at least 
one set of runes. The runes should be in a bag or container, so that they can be 
selected without seeing them. 


Open the blot with these words: 


There were once but two realms, separated by a great, inconceivable void. The endless, baron chasm called 
Ginnungagap. To one side lay the icy, frozen land of Niflheim, too cold for any creature to survive. On the 
other, Muspelheim lay, where the raging fires prevented even the hardiest life. When these forces finally 
met, so the first being was created, the first of the mighty giants, Ymir. 


Nurtured by the great cow, Audhumla, Ymir spawned the race of giants. Audhumla licked at the ice for her 
own sustenance, and slowly but surely released Buri, first of the A‘sir, from his frozen prison. Buri bore a 
son, Bor, who, with the giantess Bestla, bore three sons, Odin, Vili and Ve. 


The three brothers grew, and once they were strong enough, rose up and slew the great Ymir, and with his 
corpse created a home. That home, is our home, where we are born, where we will die, where we will see 
great joy, where we will suffer terrible hardship, and where we will witness every emotion. From Ymir’s 
skull, they created the sky above us, from his brains came the clouds, which give us the rains. His muscles 
formed the land on which we live, and the blood that poured from his wounds that day was to become the 
great oceans. 


Having made our home, they made us. From a trunk of ash, and a trunk of elm, they made Ask and Embla, 
the first of our human ancestors. Their descendants would later mate with Rigr, to make us who we are 
today, not just creations of the Gods, but distant relatives. Here we stand, as our ancestors stood, the product 
of the Gods, in the home the Gods fought to create for us. Here we stand, as our descendants will stand, to 
honour the Gods, wights and ancestors, until the chaos returns, and the realms of Gods and men fall. 


Raise the mead and say: 


Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of Agir. 
Distribute the mead. 


sir, Vanir, wights and ancestors, we call to you this yuletide, we ask you to join us in the blot to the 
Alfather. 


Pour an offering of mead for the deities. 


To the lord of the long night hail! 

Sleipnir’s rider, you tear across the sky, with the hunt in tow, 
Bringing death to the old year, making way for the life of the new. 
This Yule night we thank you for the gift of the runes, 

The knowledge that you sacrificed so much for, 

Hanging for nine days from the windy tree. 

God of madness, we honour you as we gather with our family, 

On this longest and darkest of nights. 

Hail Odin! 


Pour an offering of mead for Odin. 


Odin, you gave us the gift of the runes. We take up those very runes now, as we 
seek an insight into what the year ahead holds for us. 


Each person reaches into the bag in turn, and takes one rune, that will guide 
them for the year ahead. After the blot, they can choose to share their rune with 
others, or keep it to themselves. Those with greater knowledge of the runes can 
help those with less experience to interpret what the rune could be telling them. 


Once the runes are selected, hold a one round sumbel where those gathered can 
make any offerings, and speak any words they wish to in honour of Odin. 


Close the blot with these words: 


Words have been spoken, 
offerings have been made, 

From the Gods, to the earth, to us, 
From us, to the earth, to the Gods, 
A gift for a gift, 

Hail! 


Naming Ceremony 


The first ritual of anyone’s life who is born into a heathen family is likely to be their naming ceremony. This 
is a joyous time of celebration, to be shared with close family and friends, both those who are still with us, 
and those who have moved on. Whereas most rituals are often best carried out outside in nature, the naming 
ceremony is one ritual that is best carried out in the family home, so that it can be shared with the house 
spirits and ancestors. 


As this is an important life ritual, it is important to be fully prepared for it. This could include a special 
outfit for the person being named, gifts for them from those attending, and a feast to be held in their honour. 
You will also need a liquid offering, traditionally mead, as this will be used to bless the child. 


The ritual should be lead by one parent (traditionally the child’s father, but this can be adapted to suit your 
family), with the other parent (traditionally the child’s mother) entering the room and presenting the child. 
At the start of the ritual, everyone except the parent presenting the child should gather in the room that is 
considered the heart of the home, with the parent and child waiting outside of the door. 


The parent leading the ritual should start the ritual with these words: 


Red bearded Thor! Hallow and protect this space, in which we gather to welcome the child of [father] and 
[mother]. 


Hold up the mead and say: 
Bragi, bless this brew, we are grateful for this, the gift of Agir. 


We call upon the A‘sir, we call upon the Vanir, we call upon the house wights and the wights of this land, 
we call upon the ancestors of the [mother’s] and [father’s] families. We ask you to join us for this naming 
ritual. 


The parent presenting the child should knock 9 times on the door, and then enter the room with the child. 
They should walk straight to the parent leading the ritual, hold the child towards them and say: 


I present to you your [son/daughter/child]. I hereby give them the first and greatest of today’s gifts, as I 
name them [child’s name]. I do this before our friends and family, before the wights and before the Gods. 


They then pass the child to the parent leading the ritual, who takes the child and says: 


Welcome [child’s name] to our family and to our community. I present you to our friends and family, I 
present you to the wights, and to the Gods. 


Thor, warder, I ask you to protect this child, that they may serve both our family and our community. 
Dip a finger in the mead, and mark the sign of the hammer on the child’s forehead. 


We call to the ancestors. We ask you to accept [child’s name] into our family and our community. We will 
tell them your stories and teach them of your lives, that they may keep your memories alive. In exchange 
we ask that you watch over them, and pass on your wisdom to them, that they may become the best person 
they can be. Hail the ancestors! 


Pour an offering for the ancestors. 


We call to the house spirits. We ask you to accept [child’s name] into your home. We will teach them to 
respect your space, and in return we ask that you treat them with the same warmth you treat us. Hail the 
house spirits! 


Pour an offering for the house spirits. 


We call to the Aisir and the Vanir. We present [child’s name] to you. We shall tell them of your deeds, and 
teach them to honour you. We hope that their deeds shall please you, or at least entertain you! Hail the Gods 
and Goddesses! 


Pour an offering for the Gods and Goddesses. 


Those in attendance now take it in turns to approach the child, starting with the parents, then the family, 
and then the friends. Each person presents any gifts they may have for the child, speaks any words they 
wish, and where appropriate may swear an oath to the child. If you have nominated one or more person to 
be responsible for the child’s spiritual upbringing, they may choose to swear the following oath to the child: 


I, [name] hereby swear in front of the Gods, wights and ancestors, and those gathered here today, to guide 
you, [child’s name], in your spiritual journey. I swear to help your parents to teach you the stories of the 
Gods, and how to live your life as an honourable member of our community. 


Once everyone has taken their turn, speak the following words to end the ritual: 


Words have been spoken, offerings have been made. 
From the Gods, to the earth, to us, 

From us, to the earth, to the Gods. 

A gift for a gift, 

Hail! 


Home Blessing Ritual 


Moving into a new home is an important time in anyone’s life. This new place will be where you spend a 
significant amount of your time. A place where you should feel safe and at ease. It is also important to 
remember that you are not alone in this space. The dwelling is likely to already be home to one or more 
spirits, or housewights. Building a positive relationship with these spirits is essential. You must respect 
them, and gain their respect. Sharing your home with an ill willing wight is not a pleasant experience! 


This ritual is designed to make a good first impression with the wights, but it is important that you continue 
to honour and respect them throughout your time in the home. It is particularly important to remember them 
whenever you are baking or brewing, to ensure they help, rather than hinder the process. 


For this ritual you will need an offering of flowers for the house wights, and mead for the Gods and 
ancestors. 


To begin the ritual, all those who are moving into the home, and any guest they have invited to the ritual 
should gather at the front of the home. The head of the household, or a nominated person, should lead the 
participants in a procession around the full perimeter of the home (or as far around it as is practical) back 
to the front door. During the procession, the participant should chant the rune ‘othela’, the rune of the 
home. On returning to the front door, mark the othela rune on or near the door. This could be done in chalk, 
or simply in mead. 


Stand facing the door and say: 
Thor! Thunderer, warder, hallow and protect our family home. 


Open the door. Take a moment to look inside before crossing the threshold, then cross it, speaking these 
words as you do: 


Wights of this place! Our family comes to your home. We come with good intentions, to share this space 
with you, not to drive you from it. We bring you offerings, and we bring you good will. Hail to the wights 
of this place! 


Proceed to the room at the heart of the home, this could be the living room, dining room or kitchen. Place 
an offering of flowers for the house wights. Afterwards speak these words: 


We call to the A‘sir, we call to the Vanir! Great Gods and Goddesses, we invite you into our new home. For 
as long as we inhabit this place, you will always be welcome here, you will always be honoured here. Hail 
the At‘sir! Hail the Vanir! 


Pour an offering of mead. 


We call to the ancestors! Those who watch over us, who guide us. We invite you into our new home. For as 
long as we inhabit this place, you will always be welcome here, you will always be honoured here. Hail the 
ancestors! 


You can now conduct a sumbel for anyone to add any words, and give an offerings they wish. On 
completion, finish the ritual with these words: 


Words have been spoken, 
Offerings have been made. 
From the Gods to the earth to us, 
From us to the earth to the Gods. 
A gift for a gift, 

Hail! 


Wedding Ceremony 


For most people their wedding day is one of the most important days of their lives. It is therefore very 
important that it is properly prepared for. The bare minimum required for the ceremony I have described 
here are an officiant, the couple to be married, an oath ring, and rings for the couple to exchange. If the 
couple are part of a kindred, the oath ring used should be the oath ring of the kindred. If this is not an 
option a family oath ring could be used, or an oath ring made or purchased especially for the occasion. The 
couple may choose to wed in traditional dress, or in modern clothing. 


In England, at the time of writing, heathen ceremonies are not legally recognised, and so a separate legal 
ceremony will need to take place. The laws are different in different countries. If you are lucky enough to 
live in a country where heathen wedding ceremonies are legally recognised, you will not need a separate 
civil ceremony. 


Almost every element of this ceremony can be changed and adapted to suit the couples needs; this is purely 
an example of how a ceremony could be conducted. I have used the terms ‘bride’ and ‘groom’ throughout, 
but there is no reason why this ceremony could not be used for a same-sex couple. The ceremony contains a 
mixture of traditional elements, and elements from the modern wedding ceremony. 


The physical layout of the ceremony is up to you, but if it is taking place indoors, you should have an area 
to place offerings and/or a bowl for liquid offerings. 


As the ceremony begins the official should stand by the altar, or central area with the groom, who should be 
accompanied by a trusted friend or group of friends. The bride should walk to meet the groom, 
accompanied by a family member (traditionally the father). This marks the start of the ceremony, and can 
be accompanied by music. 


The officiant then speaks these words: 


Welcome one and all. We are gathered here today before the Gods to join [bride] and [groom] in marriage. 
We call upon the Aisir, we call upon the Vanir. We call upon the wights and the ancestors. We ask you to 
join us, and witness the marriage between [bride] and [groom]. 


Pour an offering. 
Thor! Thunderer! Hallow and protect this sacred space. 


If the couple wish, you can now have a reading from the lore of their choosing. This could be a passage 
from the Havamal, the Eddas or any other reading the couple feel is significant to them. If the couple have 
any Gods or Goddesses that are particularly important to them, they may wish for prayers to those deities 
to be included here. After the reading, the officiant should hold up the oath ring and invoke Var: 


Hail to Var! 

Honest Goddess, witness the oaths we swear here today. 
Truthful Goddess, bless all those who keep their word. 
Honourable Goddess, bring vengeance upon the untrustworthy. 
Var, you listen carefully to all oaths spoken, 

Remembering the details, ensuring they are upheld. 

Friend to those who stand firmly by their pledge, 

Punisher of the liar and the double crosser, 

You guide us in upholding our honourable reputations. 

Hail Var! 


Pour an offering for Var. 


The bride and groom will now swear oaths to one another, to seal their bonds, and recognise each other as 
their sworn partner. 


Ideally the oaths will be written by the couple themselves, but the following words can be used. Oaths are 
extremely important in heathenry, and it is important not to swear anything you cannot keep. For this 
reason ‘til death do us part’ is much less likely to feature in a heathen wedding oath, as whilst the end of a 
marriage is not something most people want to think about at it’s beginning, oaths are binding, and so a 
line such as ‘for as long as our love shall last’ gives the couple options in the future. 


As the oaths are sworn, both partners should hold the oath ring, and look at each other as the words are 
spoken. 


Groom: I [name] hereby swear to you [bride’s name] in the presence of the Gods, the wights, the ancestors, 
and those gathered here today, to love you, to protect you, to be loyal to you, and to serve you as an equal 
partner, in joy and in sorrow, in sickness and in health, for as long as our love shall last. 


Bride: I [name] hereby swear to you [groom’s name] in the presence of the Gods, the wights, the ancestors, 
and those gathered here today, to love you, to protect you, to be loyal to you, and to serve you as an equal 
partner, in joy and in sorrow, in sickness and in health, for as long as our love shall last. 


The officiant now takes the rings, hold them up and says: 


The oaths have been sworn upon an oath ring. The oaths shall be forever bound in that oath ring. These 


rings, which the couple shall wear, not only act as a visible sign of their marriage, but also as a reminder to 
them of the oaths they have sworn this day. 


The officiant hands the rings to the couple for them to exchange. On completion, the officiant should speak 
these words: 


[Name] and [name] have sworn oaths to each other, they have exchanged rings to symbolise these oaths. In 
the presence of the Gods, the wights, the ancestors, and those of you gathered here today, I pronounce them 
man and wife. You may now kiss the bride. 


On completion of the ceremony a feast should be held in the couples honour. As the couple leave for this 
feast, it is traditional for them to be accompanied by a “guard of honour’ made up of trusted friends. If the 
couple wish to have children, it is traditional for Mjdlnir to be laid in the brides lap at the feast, to 
symbolically ask Thor to bless them with fertility. The feast may also include all the usual elements of a 
modern wedding reception such as speeches, a first dance, and cake cutting. 


Funeral 


A funeral is a challenging time for any family. If the deceased was a heathen, it is likely they will want a 
heathen funeral. It is also likely that many of the friends and family who wish to pay their respects will not 
follow a heathen path, and may not know much about it. This funeral service aims to both give the departed 
the heathen service they would want, without excluding their non-heathen kin. 


I have given three different options for the service depending on whether the departed died at sea, in battle, 
or in any other circumstances. The basic ceremony is the same for all three, the only difference being which 
deities are focused on, depending on where the departed is likely to spend their afterlife. 


The layout of the service will depend on where it is taking place, for example at a crematorium or cemetery. 
This service can be used in any setting. 


We gather here today to celebrate the life of [name], and pay our respects as they begin their journey from 
this world to the next. As many of you will know, in life [name] followed a heathen path, dedicated to the 
ancestors, the spirits of the land and the sea, and the old Gods. This service will honour their heathen 
beliefs. 


We call upon the Asir, we call upon the Vanir, we call upon the wights and the ancestors of the [surname] 
family. We ask you to join us here today as we say farewell to our beloved and departed 
kinsman/kinswoman/kinsperson. 


We call to the ancestors. 

Those who have come before us, 

Who continue to guide us to become the best we can be. 
Whether as warriors, as farmers, as mothers, 

Whatever your trade, your deeds, 

You not only provide us with an example, 

But you continue to actively guide us in our lives, 
Watching over your descendants as your own children. 
We are the product of your loves and your lives, 

And we shall do our utmost to uphold your honour and reputations. 
Hail the ancestors! 


If the deceased has died at sea, use the following invocation to Ran: 


We call to the great hostess of the deep. 
A kinsman has left us, and come to your door, 


Seeking your protecting, your hospitality, and a seat in your hall. 
They have walked the roads of men for the last time, 
They have set sail, never to return to our hearth, 

But instead to be with all those sailors, 

Whose threads where cut amongst the roiling waves, 
And found themselves at your mercy. 

We make offering to you this day, 

As they made offerings to you, 

And ask that you take in our beloved kin, 

Our seafarer, who knew your road well. 

Born of a land they left behind, 

Loved by a kin they sailed to protect. 

In death they are with you, 

For when they lived, they chose the sea. 

Hail Ran! 


If the deceased died in battle, use the following invocation to Odin and Freyja: 


Odin, lord of Valhéll, Freyja, lady of Folkvangr, 

We call to you! 

A warrior has left us, and joined your ranks. 

There was a battle, here in Midgard, 

The Valkyries came, and took our brave kinsman, 

From our world to yours. 

In life they fought to protect their family, their friends, their community. 
Now they shall feast with you, fight with you, die beside you, 
Each day, until the wolf breaks his bonds, 

And they fight one final time, 

On the field of Vigridr. 

May they serve you as faithfully as they have served us. 

Hail Odin! Hail Freyja! 


If the deceased has died of any other cause, use the following invocation to Hel: 


Hail to the mistress of Helheim! 

Loki’s daughter, hostess of the dead, 

We call to you. 

A traveller approaches. 

They are tired, they are weary, 

Their feet are sore. 

They have travelled for many miles and many days, 
On a journey few look forward to making. 

They have toiled, they have laughed, 

They have loved, they have cried. 

They have suffered, they have cared, 

They have lived, they have died. 

They have crossed the Gjéll bridge, 

And now they stand before Eljwdnir, 

Before you, seeking your hospitality. 

Please grant them sanctuary, 

That they might be reunited with their ancestors. 


Amongst their loving kin, 

That they might rest now, 

Free of life’s trials and tribulations. 
With food, and drink, and company, 
That one day we too shall join them, 
To share stories by the hearth fire. 
Hail Hel! 


In heathenry we do not believe that the end of our lives on this earth is truly the end. We believe that our 
ancestors watch over us throughout our lives, guiding us, protecting us. [Name] is today joining those 
ancestors, in the next life. Whilst they are leaving us for now, they can look forward to a joyous reunion 
with those who have previously departed, and one day, when our time comes, we will see them again, and 
they shall welcome us, in another joyous reunion. 


Now is the time for the eulogies. One or more person can speak about the departed, and their memories of 
them. They may also wish to recite poetry, a reading from the lore, or play music. Once this is complete, the 
officiant can conclude the service as follows: 


[Name] has gone to be with their ancestors. In heathenry we believe that a person does not truly die so long 
as they are remembered. So long as we continue to tell their stories, drink toasts in their honour and keep 
them in a warm place in our hearts, they shall live on. Today is a celebration of [name’s] life, as much as it 
is a day to grieve their passing. At the feast that will follow this service, you are encouraged to share stories, 
and remember our departed fondly. They too shall be feasting, in the halls beyond, sharing stories, telling 
jokes, and waiting for us to join them. 


Cattle die and kinsmen die, 

One day you too shall die. 

But I know one thing that never dies, 
And that is the fame we earn in life. 


Cattle die and kinsmen die, 

One day you too shall die. 

But I know one thing that shall not die, 
And that is the reputation of a good person. 


About Heathens of Yorkshire 


Heathens of Yorkshire is a local kith for heathens all over Yorkshire and the surrounding counties. It is an 
active group that meets at least monthly in different locations around the Gods’ own county for ritual, 
discussion and socialising. The group also has a very active Facebook page where members can share 
information about heathenry. 


The group is run by a kindred council who work hard to make sure the group provides the best possible 
experience for its members. 


Heathens of Yorkshire is an inclusive group open to all those in the Yorkshire area who follow a heathen 
path regardless of race, sexuality, gender or disability. It is also open to their friends and family who want to 
find out more about the heathen way of life. If you would like to join the group, simple search for ‘Heathens 
of Yorkshire’ on Facebook or email kin@heathensofyorkshire.com. 
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